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DEMO 


Richard Allen 


FOREWARD 


DEMONSTRATION is an ugly word today. And demonstrators 
are 
automatically associated with militant student bodies or 
those 'foreign' 
elements pandering to Maoist-Communist slogan-chanting 
malcontents. 
Within a decade, the peaceful right of protest has drastically 
become an 
issue with the British public. Liberals tend to downgrade the 
disruptive 
effect of violent demonstration. Right-wing advocates simply 
shrug and 
criticise the leniency shown by Courts to those 'caught in the 
act’. But to 
the working man with his long traditions of fair play, Britain 
is Britain 
and to hell with the world generally, abhors the very word 
‘demonstrate’ 
nowadays. 


Unlike 'skinhead' violence which is apparently the vicious 
outlet for 
lower-class status-seeking, demonstrators are a unique 
creation of a 
Cold War-'Bomb' fascination. From simple beginnings - the 
right of 
youth to refuse parental guidance and become fodder for 
global 
slaughter - the demonstration now encompasses every form 


of protest 

imaginable. Let a body take exception to any facet of 
national life and 

there must be a demo! 


No sane individual would refute youth's right to protest. 
Regardless 
of generation or era, youth has always rebelled against 
established 
authority - either parental or legal. Yet never quite like 
today's mass 
parades and anti-police hysteria. 


Law-abiding citizens deplore the senseless cry of 'Pigs', 
those 
needless injuries, the inhumane treatment of innocent 
police-horses, the 
deliberate destruction of property that follow so-called 
‘peaceful 
demonstration’. 


Elements are at work under cover of legitimate 
organisations to 
disrupt essential services; to encourage working men to 
consider 
employers as bloody-minded bastards incapable of 
understanding 
lower-class problems; to foment a desire for total anarchy. 
Scotland 
Yard's ‘Special Branch' have the names and backgrounds of 
dozens of 
known 'terrorists' engaged in undermining anything even 
remotely 
approaching a peace-purpose demo. These same 
professional 
demonstrators can be hired by other militant units to 
encourage strikers, 
to supply the much needed ‘backbone’ for paid political 


disturbances, to 

Support any cause no matter how tenuous, how just or 
unjust; how 

disastrous for Britain as a whole. 


There is an awful lot to be said for that ancient British 
sense of 
justice that these people can be allowed their freedom. The 
very slogans 
they shout suggest an alliance with Iron Curtain diplomats, 
or at the 
least with communist ideologies. One does not have to 
wonder very 
long to arrive at a conclusion concerning their monetary 
Support. Nor 
does one have to think hard about their fate if they tried 
those self-same 
tactics in a strict communist state. The insults, the 
destruction of 
property, the empty-headed denial of a man's right to 
express his 
opinion would not be tolerated for a split-second in Russia, 
China, Cuba 
or North Vietnam. It speaks highly of a capitalistic 
democratic system 
that pays social security benefits and grants to those' 
seemingly 
dedicated to the complete overthrow of that which feeds 
and nurtures 
these vipers. 


The majority of British youth are against violent demos. 
The 
preponderance of students believe that study is their grant- 
given duty. 
Unfortunately, democracy permits militants and those 
debased 


power-seekers to infiltrate and control aspects of community 
life - be it 

a student council, a shop steward's committee, a political 
party. Their 

weapons are words, oratory, fear, brute force when all else 
fails. 

Twisted facts, plausible arguments, uninhibited sexuality - 
these are the 

thin edges of their wedge. Pot and disregard for set 
standards are the 

broader knife-thrust. Abuse of social security, claims of 
police 

brutality, infiltration of news media are the final 
involvements. 


Awareness is the only alternative to their insidious sneak 
attacks. To 
be forewarned still holds true. But apathy and whispers that 
all is well 
can bring Britain - and, indeed, the Western world - to its 
knees. It is up 
to youth - those intelligent searchers after a better Earth - to 
fulfil their 
bright-eyed, zestful promise to make this a much better land 
for you, 
and them to live in. 


The challenge is theirs - youth's. Either they elect to stay 
within a 
democratic framework or utterly destroy what has taken 
centuries to 
construct; and with it the dreams of lost generations of 
teenagers who 
have sacrificed life itself for a cause they believed would 
endure all 
outside attacks. 


Richard Allen 
Gloucestershire 1970 


PRELUDE 


OUTWARDLY, the van looked innocent enough. The name 
gaudily painted on each side helped convey an impression 
of legitimate 
purpose. Richardson & Stafford, Light Removals had every 
right to be 
parked outside a block of exclusive flats on this Saturday 
afternoon. 

Admittedly, close scrutiny would have revealed a sad lack of 
removal 

activity but the majority of those passing the parked van 
had neither 

time nor inclination to investigate its presence. 


Inside, the van was a massive electronic communications 
complex 
connected to various vantage points through closed circuit 
television 
and two-way radio. Its soundproofed sides effectively 
stopped incessant 
chatter from reaching the pavements; its ingenious aerials 
could not be 
seen; its purpose and location a carefully kept secret even 
from those 
divisions most closely involved in law enforcement. 


Inspector John Trust was not unduly worried as he witched 
a silent 
monitor-screen. He had six tough detectives on guard; a 
squad of 
mounted-police within two blocks - and, his joker, twenty 


uniformed 

patrolmen inside the flats adjacent to their vehicle. Special 
Branch were 

taking no undue chances with their ultra-modern ‘secret 
weapon’. The 

fight against highly organised professional agitators 
demanded the latest 

scientific arsenal and this van was the nerve-centre of the 
Yard's 

defences against an all-out assault on Grosvenor Square. 


And Trust was absolutely certain of that! 


Already, he had seen seventeen known faces in the crowds 
- features 
he had committed to memory when he undertook the 
assignment giving 
him complete charge of the Branch's anti-demo squad. 


In a way he detested himself for being here. Somewhere 
out there - 
an innocent victim of militant pressure - was his own son. He 
admired 
the boy. He respected a man's right to hold views at 
variance with 
established logic. Parliament was not always right. Like 
anywhere, 
parliamentarians were subject to influences that directed 
their lives. Be 
a man Conservative or Labour he was under die Party whip; 
governed 
by headquarter dictates rather than constituency wishes. In 
Trust's view, 
Parliament had ceased to be the voice of the people. It was 
now the 
voice of a few directing traffic from Party sanctuaries. People 
voted for 
men they hoped would have courage and gumption to stand 


up for their 
local issues - and got machines bowing a knee to a Prime 
Minister 
elected by 'mysterious' behind-the-scenes fiddles. It was his 
opinion 
that neither Wilson with his gimmickry nor Heath with his 
constant 
smile would have been chosen by the People had the choice 
of P.M. 
been theirs - as it should have been! He wasn't in favour of 
the 
American system with its graft; corruption down to 
dogcatcher levels. 
He just wished there was an in-between method of being 
represented - a 
vote for local candidate and another for Prime Minister. It 
wasn't good 
enough to be presented with a fait accompli - pipe-smoking 
Harold of 
the many tongues or silent Ted the faceless, voiceless 
director of a 
nation's affairs. 

‘Christ, no wonder the kids want changes!' he blurted. 

‘Sir ?' 

He turned from the monitor and grinned. He was a cross 
between 
Richard Widmark and Rock Hudson - an enigmatic type. He 
possessed 
the phlegm of a Welshman, the cunning of a Scot, the 
haughtiness of an 
English aristocrat, the guile of an Irishman. Somewhere, too, 
hidden 
behind five generations born in England, there existed a 
touch of French 
romanticism and a little Spanish manana-ness. ‘Nothing, 


sergeant. Just 
speaking aloud to myself!’ 


Sergeant Barrington smiled understanding. It was one of 
those job 
hazards that men engaged in constant preparedness should 
begin to 
discuss problems with themselves. He did it, too. His wife 
often 
accused him of speaking more to a subconscious than her. 


‘Milligen here ... the main body are approaching the 
Square!’ 


Trust brushed aside further conversation, concentrated on 
his 
monitor, Milligen was placed at the extreme limits of the 
police cordon 
overlooking what Trust had called 'Flashpoint Intersection’. If 
the 
howling crowd got past this vital spot there was bound to be 
serious 
trouble. 


Grabbing his microphone, Trust growled: 'Send in units five 
and six. 
Cut off those waving that damned 'FREEDOM IS MAO'S AIM' 
banner. 
They're the bloody ring-leaders!' Immediately he uttered the 
words, 
John Trust wished he could recall them. His eyes bulged and 
there, 
directly behind the chanting, slogan-shouting mob, was his 
son - hair 
long, wearing Levis and floppy sweater, a placard protesting 
about 
American war atrocities carried proudly aloft. Through a 
desire to save 


the boy, Trust bit his lower lip until blood flecks appeared, 
and hoped 
that a miracle would prevent the lad's capture ... 


James Trust - Jim to his many friends - knew he was doing 
wrong. 
His father had warned him. His mother had pleaded in vain 
for him to 
forget this demo. But he was only 'wrong' inasmuch as his 
parents did 
not approve. His conscience demanded he make this appeal 
to Britain. 
He loathed war, sincerely believed that American 
intervention in 
Vietnam had escalated death, corruption, genocide. He 
wished he could 
find one glimmer of hope in democratic processes - yet 
admitted that 
Mao's thoughts seemed more in keeping with global 
requirements than 
anything the Western powers could offer youth. As the 
chanting mob 
moved towards the Square, Jim felt less sure of his right to 
be here. 
What had been promised as a peaceful demonstration of 
solidarity 
against warmongering was quickly developing into a hate 
campaign 
directed against the 'pigs' and those responsible for 
upholding the 
dignity of British institutions. He had heard violent threats 
yelled into 
his ears - threats which, if carried out, would turn Grosvenor 
Square into 


a battlefield to compare with the worst slaughters of the Far 
Eastern 

conflict! Just before the squeeze prevented anyone from 
leaving he had 

seen Julius Gold speaking to several known militants and 
was certain 

that weapons had changed hands. 


From his refuge far behind the surging demonstrators, the 
man 
called Julius Gold smiled wistfully and relaxed. His job had 
finished 
when he handed over the 'tools' his pupils needed to make 
this the 
bloodiest battle yet in London. He had taken no chances. 
The Canadian 
government building was directly on the route taken by the 
mob and, if 
stopped by police, he had his passport, his reasons for 
visiting the area 
and an internationally respected agency to justify the 
briefcase he 
carried. It didn't matter a damn now if he was stopped or 
not. The 
powerful air-pistols, the thunder-flashes, the ball-bearings 
had been 
dispensed. And, too - so had that one Very-light pistol which 
would 
Signal a concentrated-assault from several quarters. 


In a way he was sorry he could not get closer. What will the 
U.S. 
Marines do when a Very flame ignites their precious 
Embassy? he 
thought. He hoped they would open-fire on the mob. That 


alone would 
trigger a greater explosion than even he had dared 
anticipate. 


Inspector Trust watched his snatch-squads move into 
action. Until 
the last minute they were indistinguishable from the 
demonstrators. 
Then, suddenly, those militants known to be most eager for 
an eruption 
within the Square were surrounded - whisked off to one side 
and 
quickly pulled inside the safety of a heavily-guarded 
building. 


Uniformed police appeared magically; a solid blue line 
confronting the 
disorganised hard-core hate merchants. 


And, less than fifteen feet away - pressed forward by the 
crush - was 
James, his son! 


‘God, don’t let him get too involved!' he whispered to 
himself. 
Parental torment pulled at his mind. Sympathies twisted his 
logic. 
‘Disperse them,' he roared into his microphone. 'Break up 
that crowd - 
keep 'em moving away from the Square!’ 


Almost like a military force advancing into its private 
‘valley of 
death' the mounted men moved forward - easing into the 
mob, trying to 
convey their message without undue discomfort. 


Trust squirmed. His screen showed the spontaneous 
reaction in all 
its barbaric disgust. God, how those horses suffered! he 
thought. The 
rotten bastards! What harm was the horse doing? It followed 
instructions - like it had been trained to do! Christ - don't 
they draw a 
line anywhere? Is this what their bloody Mao taught? Is it an 
exchange 
for war to have anarchy shoved down our throats! An 
anarchy that 
neither respects humanity, animal life or those common, 
ordinary 
decencies the British people have fostered during the course 
of their 
turbulent history! 


‘I'd like to use a cigarette end on those bastards myself,’ 
Sergeant 
Barrington snarled, bending over Trust's shoulder. 


‘Enough of that talk, sergeant!’ Trust compelled himself to 
be the 
efficient, unbiased officer every policeman was paid to be. 
Personal 
opinions could be thought - not spoken. The law demanded 
equality, 
strict adherence to duty - not an inch more. 'Get your lads 
forward. 
We've got a fight on our hands...' He gazed sadly at his 
monitor... 
saw the streaming, brutal crowd surge forward and burst 
into Grosvenor 
Square. He was glad their closed-circuit system taped 
evidence. That 
policeman going under a vicious group of kicking, punching 
young 


thugs deserved to be revenged. And yet - he doubted if a 
magistrate 

would give the culprits more than a £10 fine. It wasn't his 
place to argue 

against legal thinking on how to deal with offenders but it 
seemed a 

crying shame that a policeman doing his duty to protect the 
public 

property should be beaten to a pulp and the punishment 
dished out was a 

fine - a small fine - probably paid out of a council grant ora 
social 

security kitty! 


It was a crazy world, he mused. A world of demo and 
violence and 
artificiality. A world gone stark raving mad with the power of 
its own 
ability to object, protest, out-shout any opposition. Where 
would it end? 
When? And who would be left to reap the bitter harvest of 
anarchy ? 


CHAPTER ONE 


EVERYTHING was arranged and Colonel Brett Hart viewed 
his 
preparations with a critical eye. Many years had vanished 
behind 
history's curtain since he last held one of his 'gatherings'. He 
could 
recall the old days with fondness, nostalgic hysteria. God, 
what 
wouldn't he give to be that age again! Retirement had 
drained vital 
fluids from his heart, made him over-cautious. And damned 
fussy. He 
frowned, adjusted the meticulously sharpened pencils so 
that each lay 
neatly beside its notebook. He felt the coffee percolator - 
James had 
grown old with him and could not be trusted to remember 
minor 
matters. It was hot - just how it used to be when ... 


'Excuse me, sSir...' 


The colonel's military bearing had lost none of its Zip. 
Neither 
advancing years nor tweeds could take away that career 
stiffness nor 
dim his penetrating gaze. 'What is it, James?' he asked 
impatiently. 


James smiled weakly. He was weary. It had been one of 
those 
infernal days when regimentation got him down. He hadn't 
minded 
when the old man had been a serving soldier. They'd had 
much to 
occupy them, spring in their step.to sustain a heavy work- 
load. ‘Will the 
^ gentlemen be staying long, sir?’ 


‘| hope so, James. | sincerely hope so!' Hart waved his 
hand. ‘Take 
a pew, James.’ 


Immediate obedience was not essential. They had 
friendship now to 
override malingering. James slowly walked to his favourite 
chair 
knowing it was also Hart's. He loved this room with its 
familiar objects 
maps, weapons, model soldiers ready for battle-games, 
ancient 
reminders of Roundheads and Drake. As he stuffed tobacco 
into his 
worn briar, James felt the tension multiply. He understood 
something 
important was due to take place in the room - it showed in 
the colonel's 
mounting impatience, his jumpiness. 


‘What would you say if | told you we were going back into 
business, 
James?’ 

The ex-batman gasped, clung to his briar. 'We're w-what, 
Sir?’ 

Hart laughed. It was good to see James react so strongly 
again. He 


felt r well, satisfied now. They had buried themselves in 
Surrey's 
green-belt for too long. 'If | name our guests you'll know 
exactly what | 
mean.’ Lifting both hands, Hart began to tick off fingers as 
he spoke. 
‘Rolande Aubin, Frank Sommers, Bob Thomson, Claire Porter, 
Eric 
Nimmo, Konrad Bluther, Mai Bedford. ' 

Their eyes locked. Each had sparkle and renewed appraisal 
of life in 
rejuvenated gazes. 


‘It will be nice, Colonel.' 


‘You always were a deliberate cuss, James. Don't you ever 
express 
yourself with more than a becalmed five-word sentence?’ 


James smiled and jammed his briar in his mouth, sucked 
contentedly. 'You trained me, sir. Remember that day when 
you 
accused me of allowing emotions to bubble on the surface?’ 


Hart nodded thoughtfully. He could recall it. Perfectly. 


‘Well, sir - I've kept things so bottled up inside me for... 
how long 
is it, sir?’ 

‘Thirty-one years, James. ' 


‘dow time does scoot past, sir!' James shook his head 
unbelievingly. 


Hart ignored the obvious. He did not care to dwell upon 
passing 
years. At seventy-two he had neither inclination nor precious 
seconds to 
spend in retrospect. And, anyway - there was the coming 
‘gathering’. 


They would discuss times best forgotten; memories taken 
from 
concealed places and paraded for old friends to munch over. 


‘Would you like us to get back into the swing again, James?’ 
‘| would indeed, sir.' 
‘Even if it meant. .. ?' 


James interrupted quickly. This was important. Vital for his 
peace 
of mind. He'd had enough of this tranquil country existence. 
At 
sixty-four he deserved better than stagnation. An active 
man would 
always hunger for fresh fields to harvest. 'Even if | had to 
take to the 
service, sir?’ 


Hart's eyes clouded. 'Impossible - and you damned know it, 
too. 
No. | have an idea but I'd prefer to elaborate when the 
others arrive.' 


‘I'll listen outside the door - as usual, sir.' James laughed. 
His 
memory was Sharp. 

‘No need for subterfuge - you'll be here in the room with 


us.'. 
‘Thank you, sir!' 
‘Don't speak too soon, James. I'm getting past 


administrative work. 
You're officially nominated as my assistant.’ 


James stuck his scrawny chest out, smiled beatifically. ‘I'll 
do my 
best, sir. And now - if that's all?’ 


Hart nodded. 


‘I've got a few chores .. .' 
‘Their drinks?’ 

'Why, yes, sir! 

‘You know what each has?’ 
‘I've never forgotten, sir,' 


As James attended to the drinks, Hart measured the floor 
with 
absent-minded paces. He was like that - always needing 
something to 


occupy his brain. No matter how trivial the task he had to 
have this 
mental stimulation. 


Ten feet... 

Will they have altered much? 

Eleven feet... 

Are they too old for what I have in mind? 
Twelve feet. .. 

Will Frank object? He always had reservations! 
Thirteen feet... 


What shall we call ourselves? That’s important - a name Is 
everything to a group! 
Fourteen feet... 


Operation Smokescreen? A blasted horrible title that! What 
else? 


Fifteen feet... 
That sunshine! On thé drapes and carpet... like golden 
dawn on 


the Rockies with graceful eagles soaring over crags and 
forest. It had 


been so long he could hardly recall how they looked in an 


Alberta 
morning. A lifetime away. Even his accent had changed. The 


army had 

seen to that! A British Colonel should not talk like a 
Canadian farm 

boy. 


‘Drinks ready, Sir.’ 


He ceased his pacing. ‘Excellent, James. They should be 
here very 
soon !.. ' 


In a way, Hart was glad they'd arrived together. His 
memory must 
be slipping, he thought. Why hadn’t he suggested a pre- 
gathering drink 
in their old pub off Marble Arch? They had not failed to 
capitalise ona 
full-dress march down memory lane. But, perhaps it was 
better they 
renew their particular camaraderie before confronting him. A 
commanding officer was not a man one invited to a 
celebration party. 
Not even one as close to them as he had been! 


‘See any changes in us, Colonel?’ Frank Sommers asked. 


They were comfortably seated in the lounge and James was 
already 
handing out the prepared drinks. Looking from face to face, 
Hart 
wondered how he should reply. They had all altered. As he 
had, too. 
Dare he tell this one, or that, how unkindly the passing 
decades had 
treated them? 


‘Bloody hell!' Bob Thomson tasted his drink a second time, 
glanced 
at James with admiration in his eyes. 'You old so-and-so. You 
got it 
right first time!’ 


James smiled happily. He watched each sample his or her 
drink and 
saw the pleased expressions when his 'prescription' met 
with approval. 
Only Hart's glass contained a different mixture from the one 
he used to 
drink. Lime and soda now liquor was out according to the 
doctor's 
latest pronouncement. 


"To Hart's Heroes!’ 


The colonel felt pride wash over him as Mai Bedford lifted 
her glass 
high. It was a distinctive appellation - like Flying Tigers and 
Desert 
Rats. But for sheer guts and courage none of those others 
could begin to 
match a Hartsman, or Harts woman as they had fondly been 
called in 
those final days of Europe's torment. These were the 
backbone Britain 
and the Free World had needed when dark hours clouded 
the horizon. 
They had been a strange mixture of bravery, nervelessness, 
patriotic 
neurotic so vital in that ancient game called espionage. 


‘Come on, Colonel,' Frank begged. ‘Tell us how we've aged! 


Hart nodded grimly, adjusted his gold-rimmed spectacles. 
They 
would not appreciate platitudes from him. So... “I'll leave 


the ladies 

until last,’ Hart bowed slightly to Claire and Mai. ‘You've all 
put on 

weight. You're slower, less frivolous, inclined to treat our 
gathering asa 

social occasion instead of asking my reasons for calling you 
here. That 

shows a falling-off process in your inquisitiveness. I'd 
imagine all of 

you were content with the present, recalling other days with 
unease. 

Mai - you haven't changed much but there are signs of 
frustration. 

Claire surprises me. Not an ounce extra and the same 
sleekly dangerous 

excitement burning in those green eyes. After that, | think | 
was wrong 

getting us together.' He sighed. 


‘Department Seven was about to reform?’ 


James glanced warily at Rolande Aubin. The Frenchman 
had no 
sense of humour and his face expressed distrust for Hart's 
grandiose 
scheme - if he was right in assuming that was the plan. For 
the 
ex-batman, Aubin presented an enigma. He had never 
understood what 
made the French patriot tick. Killing Germans had been an 
accepted 
aim of all underground fighters but Aubin's hatreds for 
Germany went 
deep. Too deep for even Hart to unearth. 


‘| had considered the possibility - unofficially, of course, ' 
Hart 
admitted. 


‘And why not?' Thomson asked. He was the playboy; a 
lover of fast 
cars, sensuous women, adventure. 


'I can see we are too old for what I had in mind. ' 


Konrad Bluther rolled his eyes and adjusted his fat frame 
within the 
confines of a rather cramped wing-chair. 'Nein, Herr Colonel 
- not old. 
Smug, complacent, inactive perhaps. But not old.' 


From his comer seat, Eric Nimmo asked, 'What was the 
plan, sir?’ 


Hart thanked the heavy-set man with a glance. Clearing his 
throat he 
concentrated oh James - the dependable James; the mirror 
of all their 
combined emotions, feelings, fears. 'Like me, I'm sure you 
all detest 
what is happening to this generation. Students paying more 
attention to 
political affairs than their education. Young people claiming 
in court 
that their vocation is professional demonstrator. Others 
engaged in 
creating disturbances because some silly ideology says that 
we, the 
democratic capitalistic nations, are decadent. | have never 
glorified war 
nor the supreme sacrifices our department made to uphold 
the dignity of 
mankind as a whole. | deplore violence for violence's sake. | 
havea 
horror of global conflict as a solution to international 
differences. | 
engaged in espionage because | knew where my duty lay - 


because | 

honestly believe in freedom under a duly elected 
government. Not mob 

rule. Not having a man shouted down simply because his 
views are not 

our views. | have examined every article, every speech, 


every 
individual | could connect with this modem trend towards 
anarchy. My 


findings are shocking .. .' 


‘May | interrupt, Colonel?’ Mai Bedford leant forward. Small 
and 
fragile looking, she did not convey outwardly the strength 
that had 
brought her through some terrible, dangerous escapades. 
She was a 
Dresden doll - dainty, immaculately dressed, more 
immaculately 
formed. Her neckline hung loose to reveal her small, perfect 
breasts. 


‘My God! She's still showing 'em,' Frank grinned. 


Hart glared as Mai laughed lightly. She didn't mind her 
wartime 
comrades joking about her ability to reveal more than 
decency called 
normal. Her sexuality had won many a battle; destroyed 
many a tough 
German officer's determination not to disclose secrets. 


‘lf we have heard the last comment you may proceed, Mai,' 
Hart 
growled. 


'Il only wanted to make a guess at what you've discovered, 
Colonel. 
The reason we're here is because you believe there is global 


plot against 
democracy and that these uprisings and demonstrations are 
master-minded from Moscow. Am | right?’ 


Hart stared at his former agents one by one. He was proud 
of Mai - 
and them. Not one dissenting expression showed in the 
room. ‘True, 
Mai,' he said softly. ’l swear that a pattern exists!’ 


‘I'm of the same opinion,’ the woman remarked. 'I have 
teenage 
children..." 


‘You've what?' Frank asked startled. 
‘Did you expect me to remain single all my life, Frank?’ 
‘No-but.. .' 


Hart's mind clicked into high-gear. Suddenly, he saw hope! 
His 
voice held that mystic quality of enthusiasm they all 
remembered from 
the Forties. Each had reason to remember, too. More than 
one mission 
had been undertaken only because Colonel Brett Hart had 
made it sound 
right. 

‘dow many of you are married with teenage children?' he 
asked. 

‘| have a daughter aged sixteen,' Claire Porter said, 'And 
my name is 
now Gresham.' She smiled mysteriously across at Bob 
Thomson as if to 
cancel out an old affair. 


‘Unmarried. Free, white, twenty-one plus,' Bob grinned. 
Two sons - 14 and 18,' Sommers cut in. 


‘| have a beautiful daughter called Nanette. She's 
nineteen,’ Aubin 
informed them. 


‘My son is twenty-three,’ Bluther said. 
Nimmo frowned, added the data, 'Son Joseph, aged twenty.’ 


Hart rubbed his hands together gleefully. 'My boy Tim is 
twenty-two. How old are your children, Mai?’ 


'Tom is 18 and Wanda is 19. I'm Mrs Collins - not Mai 
Bedford. ' 


‘You know,' Hart remarked sagely, 'we were the old 
brigade. This is 
a problem for young people to face. | propose we call 
ourselves 
“Network Forty" as that was the era in which we found 
companionship. 
Our children are "Network Seventy", their age of sanity. If 
there are no 
objections | would like the remainder of our stay to be 
pleasant, social. 
| suggest we bring the children here a week from today and 
ask them if 
they will be guided by us...’ 


'From the States?' Frank asked with mild astonishment. 


‘I'm sure an expenses paid visit to Britain would not be 
refused,' the 
colonel replied hurriedly. 'The same applies for Rolande and 
Konrad. 
If anyone else requires assistance... ?' 


‘I'll buy my tickets myself,’ Mai laughed. 


Nimmo came to his feet, marched into the centre of their 
loose 
circle. His face reflected apprehension. 'I have nothing 
against personal 


involvement but I strongly object to my son getting mixed 
up with what 
we fought to destroy. 


Claire clapped her hands excitedly. 'I was waiting for this, 
Eric,' and 
she spoke directly to Nimmo. 'If | am correct our children will 
possess 
the same spirit of adventure that guided us when we were 
their ages. 
My Gloria is a tomboy, full of fun; ready to tackle anything 
providing it 
has spice, danger. Why don't we invite the kids, present 
them with a 
straight proposition and let them make the final decisions? 
We could 
offer our experience as a guideline for them to follow. We 
could stay in 
the background in case they get in over their heads. ' 


Nimmo shrugged his defeat. ‘Joseph and | shall be present. 
No 
influence from me - he makes his decision for himself. But | 
warn you, 
Joseph is headstrong and - ', he made them wait, ‘quite 
addicted to 
demonstrations as a means to his end. ' 


CHAPTER TWO 


‘| don't like it, dad. We're playing with fire trying to make 
pigs smell 
like roses. Joe Nimmo isn't in the least interested in proving 
that student 
unrest and the youth revolution are Moscow inspired. He's 
one of them 
-an enemy.’ 


Brett Hart inhaled menthol smoke. For a sixty a day 
cigarette man 
he found the cooling menthol caused less cough, less 
comment from his 
doctor. Death, at seventy-two, did not worry him. But he had 
this one 
job to finish and he did consider medical instructions as vital 
for the 
completion of the work. His qualifications did not include a 
detailed 
study of the human anatomy, clinically speaking. Female 
figures had 
been.his subject when he was Tim’s age - and for years 
afterwards. But 
that study had been directed by biological urges, not the 
curative nor the 
diagnostic. And so he smoked Everest and prayed nothing 
else would 
limit his span until Network Seventy , had uncovered their 
enemy - 
youth's enemy! 


‘Dad, suggest something,’ Tim pleaded. 'This isn't my forte. 
I'm not 
a secret service ace. I've been trained for the diplomatic 
corps - nota 
subversive. ' 


Looking at his son, Hart found the young man a carbon 
copy of 
himself at age twenty-two. There was that same long, 
tapering nose, 
those grey eyes and the hairline already starting to recede. 
Tim was 
six-one - as he had been then. And strong as a virile bull. He 
smiled to 
himself. How he'd showed the girls his virility during the war. 
The 
First War! There had been precious few French girls who 
hadn't 
experienced a sample of Brett Hart's passion. He supposed 
Tim was no 
different. The boy was handsome, charming, dipped in the 
mould that 
screamed 'sexy' to young girls. 


‘Joseph Nimmo's father is a friend of mine, Tim. I’d hate to 
lose that 
friendship now. | do not disagree with you, boy. Young 
Nimmo is too 
far gone to be brought back. But humour him. Give him 
minor 
assignments. Let him work alone - as his father did. Ask for 
reports. 
See how biased he really is. Don't keep him informed unless 
it has to do 
with a particular task he is supposed to handle. Make 
absolutely sure he 
can't get information from your squad and, above all else, 


treat him 
sympathetically. Let him attempt to indoctrinate you - not 
the reverse. ' 


Tim Hart relaxed. He had been thrown in against his better 
judgement. He hadn't known what was expected of him 
when he had 
attended the ‘gathering’ that week. None of the youngsters 
had. But, 
with parental glee they had all volunteered - all except 
Joseph Nimmo. 

Now, Tim found himself commanding a secret organisation 
code-named 

Network Seventy - an illegally formed counter-revolution 
group 

dedicated to principles youth totally disapproved of. He felt 
as if he was 

betraying his generation. And, regardless of the logic put 
forward by 

his father and Mrs Collins he was unprepared to accept the 
tenet that 

Moscow had inspired the post-war population to reject their 
parental 

guidance. He preferred to believe that youth had rebelled 
against 

policies that were outdated, no longer capable of holding 
water under 

modem circumstances. 


‘What if we - you and the older members of the Network 
are wrong?’ 
Tim asked. 


‘| hope to God we are,' Hart replied sincerely. 'l'd hate to 
think that 
we fought for a wrong cause during the war.' 


Tim smiled generously. 'Not you, dad. Your cause is always 
just. 
You know, the only reason | accepted this bloody job is 
because | have 
never found you, as a person or father, to be less than 
scrupulously fair.' 


‘For that, Tim, | thank you.’ 


No thanks to me, dad. It's your code. And I'm bloody glad! 
Most 
kids fear their fathers or think of them as ordinary people. 
I'm unique, ' 
and he grinned. 'I can honestly point to you with deep-down 
pride and 
truthfully state: "My dad's the best man in the country". ' 


Hart grunted, stubbed his cigarette in an ashtray. Getting 
to his feet 
he smiled wearily, avoiding meeting Tim's proud gaze. 'l'm 
going to 
bed, son. Think about Joseph Nimmo. Don't let him spoil the 
organisation. One rotten apple - and all that.’ 


‘Good-night, dad. I'll take your advice. That's why we have 
you old 
geezers behind us, isn't it?’ 


Hart hid his feelings in an artificial yawn. He glowed. He 
wondered 
why the world was in such a state when there were young 
men like Tim 
in it. God, how good it made a man feel when he could think 
of his son, 
or daughter, as a chip off the old block! 


Stanley Edmond sat in his hotel room listening to the 
sounds of Los 


Angeles rippling past the continuous crackle of a neon sign. 
Lights 

flashed, blanked out, flashed anew. The vibrating colours 
reminded him 

of strobe-lights in some junkie haven along Venice. The glare 
hurt his 

eyes and he slipped Polaroid's on to combat the steady flick- 
flick, 

click-click of the changing neon. He could have stayed ina 
select hotel 

far from the hustle-bustle of this weird, demented city. He 
could have 

paid a fortune for Beverly Hills privacy. But he hadn't. He 
never did. 

His expense account was meticulously balanced - always 
correct. Not 

once had he ever spent a dime more than was necessary to 
provide bed, 

Shelter, a place to hang his hat. 


According to his passport, Stanley Edmond was forty-three, 
Canadian born of émigré Russian parents who had, by deed 
poll, 
changed their name. He looked like a youthful nineteen 
especially when 
garbed in student clothing. Tonight, after seventeen hours 
aloft anda 
fifteen thousand mile journey safely behind him, he was far 
from 
youthful looking. He was beat. Sick of having his life dictated 
by 
faceless men seated in a top-secret room behind guarded 
doors. 


The wail of a police car - or ambulance - disturbed his 
reverie. He 
swore - in Russian. A not unnatural expletive for the son of 


Russian 
parents! 


Climbing from the sagging bed he undressed to the buff. 
Carefully, 
he hung his clothes where no contact was made with 
furnishings. He 
had been in a flea-bag before. Baltimore to be precise. If he 
was going 
to have bed-bugs for company he preferred them to attack 
his flesh, be 
washed away in the morning and to know that his clothes 
were free of 
their biting presence. For two dollars fifty what more could a 
man 
expect, he thought. 


Throwing the bedclothes back he examined the sheets. Not 
a stain; 
not a sign of nocturnal predators. He'd been lucky. This joint 
was one 
of the clean pads in town. 


Hands behind his head, he stared at the dancing patterns 
thrown on 
the ceiling. They reminded him of what had been, was now, 
would ever 
be until... 


He mentally shuddered. Exposure was an intolerable 
conjecture. His 
‘cover' would stand the stiffest investigation. Human rights 
covered a 
huge field of endeavour and the 'foundation' paying his 
salary was 
recognised for its work in promoting brotherhood. His 
masters had been 


vigilant. Nobody could connect International Studies with 
Moscow-dominated enslavement. 


A sudden repulsive thought struck him. He'd been guilty of 
democratic thinking. Enslavement was not a word he was 
expected to 
use when referring to the ‘foundation’. Nor was it a word a 
loyal 
socialist agent would dare consider, let alone voice. Even 
mentally! 


Was he falling victim to the insidious propaganda of the 
West! Had 
he swallowed too many clichés for his Soviet soul to digest? 


He couldn't sleep. His body ached for release from this 
seventeen-hour torment. Yet, he was incapable of closing his 
eyes and 
passing beyond the barrier of thought. . . 


He remembered Moscow... 
That fateful day back in 1949... 


Moscow was having its best Spring day for decades. People 
walked 
the streets of Leningrad, Kiev, Odessa unaware that the 
capital was 
enjoying sunshine. Outside the Kremlin overcoated Red 
Guards 
patrolled conscious of the heat, the officers who kept them 
clad in heavy 
uniforms when, instead, they should have been attired in 
lighter-weight 
jackets. 


He had been in the third limousine to park outside 
Commissar 
Gregorov's office. The others - those carrying V.1.P's had 
continued on 


to the Kremlin doors themselves. But not the likes of him - 
not a mere 
Ivan; a soldier called Igor Gruginshof. 


There had been wonderment when he entered a famous 
hall with its 
magnificent murals, its artistic ceilings and crystal 
chandeliers. He had 
sat wide-eyed, stupefied as the elite of Soviet Russia had 
given their 
speeches, their welcomes, their blessings to a project 
dedicated to 
intrigue, subversion, the overthrow of tyranny. He had 
believed it all 
that day. That simple day when the sun shone brightly and 
Mother 
Russia seemed kissed by the Unknown's love. 


It hadn't been until after the gathering had dismissed he 
discovered 
what his mission was to be. Commissar Yushilo had wasted 
neither 
time nor words. His briefing had been brevity itself. 
‘Comrade 
Gruginshof, the Supreme Soviet have decided to make you 
their 
instrument of total destruction .. .' 


He had listened to the tirade against a Western Alliance 
that had 
supplied arms and equipment for hard-pressed Soviet forces 
with less 
understanding than a sparrow has when a cat jumps upon it. 
His 
teaching had warned him how decadent the West really was; 
how 
Mother Russia could not trust any powers but herself. He 
had been 


brainwashed into accepting communism as the only true 
ideology, even 

although the undemocratic West had been forced to help 
save his native 

land by running in supplies. But that, his teacher had 
smugly explained, 

was not because they wanted to help Russia. They wanted 
Russian 

blood staining the Steppes, the Ukraine, Moscow's doorway 
but not 

beyond a certain degree. They wanted Hitler exterminated 
and then, 

after they had regained strength, they would turn their 
hatred against 

Stalin's domain. 


When the ranting had ceased he had been sent 
immediately to a 
special school. He already spoke fluent English. Now he was 
taught 
how to pronounce words with a Canadian accent. He was 
indoctrinated 
with capitalistic slogans, taught how to overcome every 
argument with 
logical lies proclaiming communism as the natural order of 
humanity. 
He got a political background that few trade unionists in 
Britain, 
Canada, America ever had. He could name the leaders of 
Free World 
unions, their secretaries, their functions and the men pitted 
against them 
in management, government. He was perfectly attuned to 
the 
difficulties of youth, too. How young men and women were 
underpaid 


when studying; how university staffs obeyed dictates 
handed down 

through the ages; how their masters acted in accordance 
with 

Establishment orders. He got to know the several student 
malcontents 

already working for his KGB unit and was trained in the use 
of 

home-made bombs, how to fight civilian police with 
cobblestones and 

use arson to gain an initiative. 


Fifteen weeks later, private Igor Gruginshof ceased to exist. 
In his 
place stood Stanley Edmond, Canadian citizen - man with a 
mission. 


Angrily, Edmond got to his feet and tried for the third time 
to draw 
the flimsy curtains across his hotel window. They were rotten 
and tore 
in his hands. He swore, strode back to his bed. Throwing 
himself 
across the bed he fought to erase the sounds from this 
demented city 
with its way-out ideas, its immorality, its ghostly memories 
of halcyon 
days when famous stars roamed the celluloid jungle 
demanding, and 
getting, special treatment. He twisted and turned, 
tormented with what 
he had to do. The years had drastically altered his concept 
of right and 
wrong, of the ideological conflict between two systems that - 
on close 
examination - presented little different for the common 
people. 


Slowly, physical weariness overcame him... 


His mind still roiled; his displeasure with the tasks he was 
Supposed 
to accomplish still bothered him; his frustration mounted... 


But the need for sleep swallowed all thought, all desire to 
see a path 
that was pure, humane ... 


CHAPTER THREE 


NETWORK SEVENTY, had a decided advantage over most 
‘committees' formed by student bodies. It had the backing 
of 
experienced masters in the various forms of sabotage, 
intrigue, 
infiltration. Its members were tutored by experts who knew 
intimately 
the characters, frustrations, ambitions of their pupils. 
Parents were not 
always the best teachers but for Network Seventy's role 
there was no 
mistaking the value of a father's, or mother's, instruction. 


Tim Hart fully understood the necessity of having a 
meeting place 
classified 'beyond suspicion’. It was his request that the 
unmarried Bob 
Thomson should supply that venue. 


‘My God, you're not actually suggesting | turn my nightclub 
into a 
drug-addicts' den, are you?' 


Looking at the exotic club Tim felt like telling his father's 
friend that 
he was already the owner of a ‘dive’ - a haven for 
Establishment 
degenerates. He didn't. He used the diplomacy his father 
had used 
when 'conning' his agents to undertake an onerous 
assignment. 'You're a 


Smart businessman, Bob. You know the way your clients 
dress. Well, 

we won't seem any different. Maybe one or two friends we 
bring will 

be loud mouths but your staff can soon dispose of them. 
That would 

heighten the innocence of where we congregate. ' 


Bob uncoiled his tall frame and flashed his mysterious 
signet ring 
with its entwined B-M motif. Nobody quite knew who the 'M' 
was, or 
had been, although Colonel Hart suspected that Bob wore 
the damned 
thing for vanity reasons unconnected with a serious affair. 
‘Tim -1 want 
to help the kids. | honestly do.' 


‘Then let us use the club. ' 
‘Isn't there a coffee joint where you could meet?’ 
‘Name one where we could discuss plans in private!’ 


Bob grunted, signalled his barman to pour fresh drinks. 
Although 
the club was closed during the day certain members of the 
large staff 
were paid to report early. Bob had a thing about his club - it 
must 
always appear freshly cleaned, smelling of pine soap and air- 
freshener. 
‘Okay - so you operate from here. That's agreed! 


Tim grinned, finished his Sko/ lager. The difference in ages 
between 
them was not so apparent. Bob had preserved his vitality to 
a 
remarkable degree. Those cool, blue eyes had a devilish 
sparkle to 


captivate women; his handsome features accentuated by 
blond hair that 

had a groomed casualness a certain breed of upper class 
female found 

exciting, adventurous. 


‘But a warning, young Hart - don't get the idea your old 
man can 
apply screws to make me hop through hoops. Those days 
are gone. 
Kaput! Finis!’ 

‘I'll bet,' Tim said solemnly, 'you'd leap at any chance dad 
offered. 
In fact,' and he affected a thoughtful expression, 'l was 
toying with a 
proposition to do with this investigation. ' 


Thomson tensed. Whatever he said made no difference to 
how he 
felt inside. He knew that danger was the tonic his ageing 
body and mind 
needed. He hated to think of himself as a playboy - and 
nothing else. 
The war had effected him more than he cared to broadcast. 
Excitement, 
living on nerves, watching every comer for a hidden danger 
had left its 
indelible mark. That was why he drove fast cars, preferred 
sleek 
women, high living. He stuck his neck out in business, in 
those trips to 
a Continental casino, in visiting French and Italian bistros 
known to 
cater for criminals. His refusal to make the 'Candelabra Club’ 
Tim's 
happy hunting ground had not been influenced by any fear 
of teenage, 


hippy-style invasion. He had always been able to take care 
of himself, 
his property, his affairs. He had been loath to see others 
inviting, 
courting disaster knowing that he, aged, was exempt from 
partaking in 
the mission. 

‘Some of our girls would consider you a dreamy customer,’ 
Tim 
grinned. 'They're hot little bits eager to climb into bed with 
any man 
they reckoned was extraordinary, capable of stimulating 
orgasm. ' 


‘My God - not you, too?’ 


Tim relaxed, sipped his. fresh Sko/. 'What prompts that 
cryptic 
remark?’ 

Thomson shrugged, signed the barman's chit. He insisted 
on this for 
every drink served outside legal hours. It helped keep 'bent' 
help from 
dispensing free shots, beers during the evening. Also, he 
regularly 
tested the specific gravity of bottles. He had experience of 
the North 
American habit of using a hypo-needle to syphon-off 
whiskey and squirt 
in water. When the barman departed Bob tasted his drink, 
nodded to 
himself, said, ‘Nothing, Tim. | was idly recalling some of the 
escapades 
your father asked me to do.' 


‘And that's precisely why | mentioned it,' Tim smiled. 
‘Like father - like son, eh?' 


‘You could say that! | wouldn't. Dad is a stick-in-the-mud. 
He still 
remembers the Empire. He's a native-born Canadian, you 
know. ' 


‘|! do! And | was very proud to serve under him. Your father 
Tim, 
had more guts than a regiment of the line. He never once 
tried to 
disguise his Canadian background. He spoke like an English 
officer and 
gentleman but he felt we should all know where he was 
born. He didn't 
try to defend his birthplace. He just wanted his subordinates 
to 
understand that he thought quite differently from us. And, 
whether or 
not you agree, Canadians are not misplaced Britishers. Nor 


are they 

American. They have a nationality of their own; a definite 
thinking 

process that touches on old links, new frontiers whilst 
keeping a 


separate, positive path. ' 
‘Which means?' Tim egged. 


‘Your father loved the idea of a British Empire. He could not 
foresee 
the changes coming after the war. He stuck with Australia, 
New 
Zealand, South Africa, Rhodesia, Newfoundland, Canada as 
the 
mainstay of colonialisation.' 


‘Quite so! And now?' Tim asked sarcastically. 


Bob drummed fingers on the table. 'l sometimes wish there 
had 


been more men like your dad!' He scowled, sipped his drink. 
‘I'm not 

anti-this-or-that. I'm a believer in freedom for all. But | 
remember 

comrades who fell during that so-called war to end wars. 
Men from 

Cape Town, Durban, Bulawayo, Salisbury. They volunteered 
to defend 

Britain. Now look where they are - outside the 
Commonwealth; 

ostracised because they dare uphold the British belief that 
conquest is 

right - that those who brought wealth, industry, stability to 
tribal 

communities are entitled to govern according to their local 
light. ' 


‘Do you operate a colour-bar in this club?' Tim asked tightly. 


‘No! And don't paint me with a socialist brush, son. | 
invested the 
money | made fighting for England in this club. | have other 
wealth but 
this place is paid for by sweat, blood, tears. | refuse to 
entertain unions 
because | risked my cash and no bloody miner's son is going 
to tell me 
how to manage my affairs. | refuse to listen to what a Race 
Relations 
Board official says | must, or must not, do. I'm still a free 
man. This is 
my castle. | admit those with whom | feel inclined to 
associate. 
Nobody else. The colour of a man's skin doesn't interest me. 
But his 
politics do. If somebody couldn't feel Britain was worth 
fighting for | 


don't want him here. If an African wishes to call white 
Britishers names 

that's his privilege - but he can make his point in Hyde Park, 
not on my 

premises. ' 


Tim Hart got to his feet. 'You're prejudiced,' he accused. 


‘No, son - I'm me! That's the important point we all fail to 
see. Me - 
| - you. Each man, is entitled to his viewpoint. If a new 
immigrant feels 
inclined to complain then that is his choice. If I, as an 
individual, refuse 
to associate with strangers that is my choice. We don't need 
laws in 
Britain to tell us with whom we must, or must not, associate. 
We are 
free men - or were until government decreed that a minority 
had the 
right to dictate to their elected majority.’ 


‘That's an Enoch viewpoint,’ the young man declared. 


'Yes - and no, son. | don't hold with white is best, black is 
evil. But 
| do believe that British is British - not a melting pot 
conglomeration of 
nationalities, creeds, races, colours. | have seen what 
happens when 
white and black Americans are in the same base area. 
Fights, slaughter, 
antagonism that fetches its fetishisms into our standard of 
living. | don't 
like seeing this ancient, peaceful kingdom turned into a 
colour-battleground. ' 


‘Peaceful?' Tim laughed scornfully. ’We've had nothing but 
war 


within these British Isles since time memorable. Saxons, 
Normans, 

Romans, Piets, Welsh, Irish, Danes and Vikings - they've all 
had a go 

and been demolished or digested. ' 


'And what colour have our invaders been?' Bob asked 
belligerently. 


Tim mused thoughtfully, 'White! | see what you're getting 
at but | 
disbelieve your reason.’ 


‘Ah, ask the man in the street. Ask him, too, what he thinks 
about 
the Common Market deal. He'll tell you - keep blacks out, 
stick to our 
own kind. No Afro-Asian integration; no European union that 
lets a 
million Italians swarm after British jobs. Sorry, Tim - you and 
| must 
agree to disagree. I'm not your generation. | sympathise but 
I'm not 
going to alter. I'm me - and to bloody hell with those who 
would push 
their modem ideals down my throat.’ 


‘Mind, if | excuse myself?' Tim replied. 


‘Not at all, son.' Bob laughed. 'Don't go away mad - just go 
away! 
That’s what you youngsters say, isn't it?’ 

Tim grinned, waved aside his own feelings. 'Sorry, Bob. We 
don't 
particularly care for our e/ders,' and he stressed the word 
with a sarcasm 
Bob tasted, ‘spouting off on old-fashioned, unbrotherly 
sentiments. 
We've seen what war can do. And we don't bloody care to 


have our 
generation wiped out by a missile barrage. ' 


'Who the hell does?' Bob growled. 


‘No sane person, admittedly. But what you people forget is 
that 
African and Asian nations could develop the bomb. If they 
hate us,' and 
he shrugged, 'then, by God, we've got more troubles than 
any between 
Uncle Sam and Uncle Joe's new boys. ' 


‘Tell me, Tim - how the hell are you going to carry out this 
assignment when you're in sympathy with those your dad 
has 
ear-marked for ridicule?’ 


Leaning back, smugly confident, Tim replied: 'Easy. I'm 
organising 
the kids to investigate the possibility of an undercover plot 
to disrupt 
youth's thinking. I'm not saying such is the case. I'm free of 
preconceived notions. I'm doing a job as any policeman 
would - collect 
evidence, present the facts and let a jury be the judge. ' 


Bob nodded his approval. 'Nice thinking, Tim. Okay - use 
this 
place for your .meetings. Introduce some of your sizzling 
little minxes 
to me if you can't handle 'em. Maybe | can convince their 
mini-skirted 
mentalities their ideals are crazy.’ 


‘You've got some hope!' Tim laughed. 'It wouldn't surprise 
me that 
after a few sessions in the hay you changed. Those girls 
have more than 
brains. They've got sex with a capital "S" - much better 


operatives than 
your wartime women had.' 


‘Hark at Hart!’ Bob laughed back. 'You weren't around then, 
Tim - 
but those so-called outdated dames we hustled into a hotel 
were the 
hottest creatures on two legs. They knew we were "danger 
men". They 
expected that night to be the last - and they gave their all. 
But all, man!’ 
He sighed, memories flooding back. 


Tim didn't stop to argue. He could have told Bob that the 
modem 
girl gave more than her all; she gave herself in a 'pot' rush, 
drifting on an 
emotional tide that turned solid, respectable lovers into fluid 
excitement 
devoid of artificiality, social taboos. The oldest thrill had lost 
none of 
its ancient 'goodness' but it sure had taken a new slant; a 
new bliss in 
equal sharing. That was the major difference.. Girls didn't 
wait to be 
satisfied. They shared, they insisted, they invented to 
capture every last 
dreg of sensation. And God help the man unwilling to follow 
their lead 


‘See you around, Bob. Don't wait for the world falling apart. 
We 
won't let it!' 

As Tim reached the exit, Thomson called: 'Ask Finian what 


to do, 
son - just follow the dream. Your dad's dream ...' 


CHAPTER FOUR 


‘MAX, these pigs goddamned nearly tagged me!’ 
‘Cool it, Cy!' 


Cy studied the newcomer with a critical gaze, He wasn't 
seeing too 
clearly but the guy didn't appear to represent a threat. Fuzz 
never 
looked like this! 'Shit! He ain't a pig,' he yelled, gesturing to 
Tim Hart, 
making room at their table. Get involved, fella. Here .. .' and 
he patted 
a cosy cushion by his side. 


‘I'm splitting!" The one who had ordered Cy to cool it 
climbed 
unsteadily to his feet, stuck a joint in his slack mouth and 
weaved 
dreamily towards the exit. He was a tall, gangling lad with 
shoulder-length red hair, a straggling Van Dyke, a huge nose 
and 
narrowish eyes. In his hand-painted Levis, T-shirt and 
sandals he 
looked every inch what he hoped people would take him for - 
a 
hippy-orientated student. It didn't give a damn he carried 
I.D. stating he 
was twenty-six, married with five kids, and was currently 
employed as a 
caterer for a minor studio. He belonged with ‘loose’ guys. 
The up-tight 


world he daily strove to serve didn't interest him. It provided 
bread, a 
pad, the dough to buy what he wanted. Nothing more. 


‘Get your ass back here, Chick!' Cy glared, waggled a 
disjointed 
finger at his retreating buddy. 'I ain't about to integrate 
alone! 


Chick hesitated. Cy and he had shared many a scene. 
They'd this 
thing between them - a deeper regard for personalities than 
a guy even 
felt for some doll. 


Tim could sense the dark, tense atmosphere in the comer. 
He had 
given himself the hardest chore of all - infiltrating the 
California 
‘chapter’. Whatever California did today - so the saying went 
- the 
world did tomorrow. And they weren't far wrong when it 
came to the 
youth revolution. He didn't buy those key-club happenings, 
the Manson 
kicks, the cults, the swaps between frustrated nine-to-five 
jokers 
peddling talents for some big concern. He bought Berkeley, 
UCLA and 
generalised episodes that resulted in Watts and similar blow- 
ups 


‘Man, you're stubborn,’ Cy admonished as Chick still 
menaced the 
exit door. 


‘Fuckin' right, pal!’ Chick swung back to face them. His lax 
features 
spoke of the extent of his kick. 'Who is this bastard?’ His 


finger jabbed 
air in Tim's direction. 
‘You'd call me a Limey,' Tim replied forthrightly. 'My father's 
a 
Canuck, my mother was Irish.’ 


‘Sounds Limey,' Cy ventured. 


Chick returned to the table. None of the forty or so 
habitués of their 
hangout seemed to notice anything unusual. In the smoke- 
hazed room it 
was a feat to distinguish abnormalities. A comer couple were 
feverishly 
groping under loose robes; beaded girls were engaged in an 
anatomical 
painting lesson of the naked body of a 'tripping' fifteen year- 
old; two 
solemn young men were wrestling with a chess, problem; 
four coloured 
kids angrily discussed the merits of a Mexican girl's poetry 
as she read 
for a disinterested audience; a boy sat strumming a 
mournful melody on 
a battered guitar; two girls lay on their backs, naked young 
bodies 
glistening under a thick oil coating as they studied the 
interchange of 
lights high in the smog wrapped ceiling; and, as if cut off 
from 
humanity, a couple copulated under a table that bounced to 
the rhythm 
of their exertions. 


Cy banged an ebony hand on their table. 'What's your 
name, 
Limey?' 


‘Tim Hart.’ 
‘Okay, Tim - how come you're in L.A.?' 


‘lf you want to know,’ Tim grinned, relishing the 
amazement he 
reckoned would follow his announcement, 'I'm here to prove 
that you 
kids are suckers for a world conspiracy masterminded by a 
foreign 
power.’ 


‘Oh, Christ - spare us!' Chick moaned. 


The coloured youth grinned with his Pepsodent white teeth. 
‘Man, 
you're way out, Tim.' 


‘Am I?! 


The noise from the copulating couple had reached 
crescendo. 
Gasps, grunts, bangings wetly melded to fleshily inspired 
squelches 
erupted from under their table. Chick glanced at them, 
swore, kicked a 
cushion in their direction and turned his mind back to Tim. 


‘Look, it's like this, man... ' Cy gave his attention to the 
furious 
final throes of lust as he spoke. 'Every sonofattitch 
screaming against 
our freedom to do as we goddamned like has this fuckin’ 
commie link 
going for him! It's dead, D-E-A-D! 'Cause we don't dig war 
and don't 
wanna be like our folks don't make us pushovers for a Red 
plot. Those 
Russian kids are doing the same as us - trying to bust loose. 
And 


nobody can tell me they're being primed by Kremlin 
bossmen!' He 

rubbed his hands gleefully, hollered: 'Don't let her get away, 
bud... 

keep it going!’ 


Tim covered his embarrassment. He'd been to a few wild 
Mayfair 
parties where fornication had just happened naturally from 
an overdose 
of pot or alcohol. Sex wasn't something private and modest 
for him 
although he personally preferred to mate behind doors. But 
he did not 
enjoy having Cy shout encouragements and offer 
suggestions when the 
copulating youth apparently had mastered his partner's 
erotic urges. 


‘Mind if | say a few words?’ 


Tim smiled to the girl who had been squatting to one side 
of Cy. 
She was very young - he gave her sixteen at most and 
probably two 
years less - and wore the standard costume of her 
associates; long, loose 
dress to her ankles that could not hide budding maturity, 
and a Navajo 
belt with beads draped round her neck. A huge silver 
medallion swung 
from a chain, its Mexican motif catching and distributing 
light in 
shooting glints. She had jet-black hair - long to her waist and 
uncombed 


- with a pert, cupid's face and the minimum of make-up. 


‘Go ahead - it's a free country,' Tim replied, capitalising on 
American 
youth's phraseology. 


‘Cy hasn't covered all the points but he's an inarticulate 
bastard 
anyway!' She smiled dreamily at the frowning Cy. 'First, 
though - are 
you a pig?’ 

'No, I'm not!’ 

'A newspaper reporter?’ 

‘Nope! Not that, either.’ 

‘What then?’ 


Tim considered his reply with lightning mental gymnastics. 
He had 
come into the open to a degree. He didn't want his mission 
to fail but 
neither did he intend letting word of Network Seventy's 
investigation 
spread to Europe, Africa, South America, Asia, Australia. He 
was 
aware that students kept each other informed. This alone 
had worried 
him. It seemed to confirm his father's opinion that a top- 
secret outfit 
existed to correlate data. But, on thorough checks he had 
unearthed 
what was, for him, a plausible explanation - students out of 
step with the 
Establishment were as entitled to form a world governing 
body to pass 
along information as the international agencies were. He 
cursed his 
initial revelation and devised a cover. 


‘I'm an author. Or | hope to be.' 


The girl examined his eyes as he spoke. She seemed 
satisfied. 'Your 
father has money, eh?' 


‘Enough,' Tim laughed. 


‘So has mine. More than sufficient. Would you believe me if 
| said 
I'd been educated in private schools and still have a tutor?’ 


‘| might.’ 


She extended a slender hand, showed him a massive 
diamond ring. 
‘That was for my fourteenth birthday. Daddy is very 
generous but not 
tolerant.' She sulked momentarily. Recovering her 
equilibrium she 
affected a 'black sheep’ frown. 'I hate my tutor. He's a beast. 
All hands 
and excuses when he can't make it. He got me going but | 
cut loose. 
Shook him off fast for these stupid creeps.' She stroked Cy's 
shoulder 
proving that she liked creeps better than uprights and 
maulers. 


The coloured youth brushed her hand away. 'Goddammit, 
Syl - try 
Chick!’ 


Chick was far from interested. He reclined on his cushion, 
eyes tight 
shut, a blissful expression on his face as he crooned a dirge 
to some 
folk-hero. A joint slowly burned down to his fingers - pain 
unheeded, 
unfelt. 


‘See what | mean?’ the girl smiled distantly. 


Tim nodded. The copulating duo had finished their 'thing' 
and lay 
separated under Cy's bright, admiring gaze. The female kept 
staring at 
Cy as if she was unable to comprehend that her thrills had 
reached their 
ultimate conclusion. It was as though she were encouraging 
Cy to 
continue the fleshy delights. 


‘Look at him,’ the girl said, indicating Cy with a 
sympathetic gesture. 
‘He's got her impregnated already. Soon, he won't have the 
strength to 
refuse and he'll jump into the saddle. He's like that - a horny 
bastard!’ 
She shifted position until Cy was a sensation near her, not 
an attraction. 
‘You don't wanna mess with us,' she told Tim solemnly. 'Get 
lost! Get 
back to England. Things there are more organised.’ 


‘We've got scenes going there, too,' Tim warned lightly. 


‘Yeah, sure! I've been in London. My tutor thought a world 
cruise 
would broaden me. It did - underneath him!’ 


'What age were you?’ 


Her face contorted with the difficult question of counting 
back. 
‘Thirteen, | guess. You know the old saying - if you're big 
enough, 
you're old enough! | was big okay - thanks to my tutor's 
perverted sense 
of loyalty to my old man. He used to tell me how daddy 
wanted me to 


be a worldly woman. By God - he got more than he 
bargained for.' 


Tim wanted to yell his lungs out. Sex was sex was sex. He 
had 
nothing against young couples experimenting when the urge 
was strong. 
But this tale sickened him. He could have killed the tutor 
with bare 
hands for what had been done in the name of education. 


‘I'm sorry...’ 


The girl laughed bitterly. ‘Sorry? That's wrong, man. You're 
out-dated expressing trite sympathies. You should be saying 
"terrific" 
and trying to strip me.' 


‘| might if...’ 
‘If you're encouraged?' 
Tim nodded. 


‘The English!’ She opened an Indian purse, took a joint and 
lit it. 
Her eyes got dreamy. 'I'm a knock-over for these,' she 
confessed. 'One 
puff and I'm ripe, man. But ripe!’ She raced her eyes up and 
down his 
body. 'You could be exciting, Tim.’ 


‘| could be if | had accomplished what I'd set out to do,' he 
reminded 
her. 


Cy growled. 'Screw her, Tim. She's yours. Me - I'm gonna 
split!’ 
He began unbuttoning himself, crawling across to the partly 
naked 
female whose eyes had never once left his since completing 


her 
disintegration of her first partner. 


Tim was mildly surprised that Cy had been conscious of the 
conversation. He had thought the coloured youth was too 
engaged in 
mental telepathy with the semi-depleted female to bother 
with their 
chit-chat. He wasn't surprised, though, to see Cy cover the 
girl with his 
virile body and make the preliminary plays so vital to 
complete 
conquest. 


'Goddam that coon!' 


Tim grinned automatically as the girl, Syl, got to her feet 
and glared 
at Cy. 


‘Let's blow this den,' she snapped. ‘I've got an apartment. ' 
Her eyes 
focused on Tim. 'Want me?’ 


If | said no?! 


She shrugged casually. 'There are lots of guys.' She walked 
away, 
not in the least deterred by Tim's hesitation. Like she said - 
there were 
lots of guys. In Los Angeles there were always men. All sorts 


She lived high above street-level and the apartment had 
cost 
somebody plenty. It was furnished in modem style with little 
attention 
to decor. Some of the walls were outrageously hued, the 


paintings hung 

at crazy angles a complete mixture of Old Masters and 
neurotic 

modems. Underwear littered the deep pile carpet seeming 
to shout that 

the owner was confused, muddled, frustrated, without 
volition. 


‘If ifs pot there's a supply in that humidor. If you prefer 
liquor 
there's some in that cabinet. And if you're straight - go 
home!' She flung 
herself along an outsized divan, dared him to make a 
decision. 


Tim walked to the liquor cabinet, poured a generous 
Scotch. 'Want 
one?' he asked without looking at her. He opened a ginger, 
added a 
measured quantity. 


‘No thanks. I'm a drag. | only drink tonic.’ 


He sampled his drink, nodded approval. She was waiting 
for him 
when he approached the divan. Clothes he remembered her 
wearing at 
the hangout now rested untidily on top of other discarded 
apparel. Her 
nudity only heightened her youthfulness - the blush of 
adolescence 
firmly etched on her small, growing breasts. The Mexican 
medallion 
still hung round her neck, its shimmering circle resting on 
her navel. 


‘Don't mind me, Tim. I'm over-anxious, | Know. ' 


He sat beside her, conscious of her thighs edging slightly 
open as she 


rolled partially on one side to face him. 'What's bugging you, 
Syl? 
You're compensating for some deficiency or else there's a 
gear missing. ' 

‘Gear missing?’ 

‘Low - you can't proceed at a steady pace. You've got to 


rush and 
get it over with before conscience stops you.’ 


A single tear trickled down one cheek. ‘You're a louse! 
Don't 
analyse - just do!’ 
‘Not yet, baby ...’ 
‘God, you're way off beam. Haven't you Limey's got hep to 
our 
scene? Baby dates you, Tim!’ 
‘Sorry!' He grinned, finished his drink, climbed to his feet. 
‘Another? Am | that bad?’ 


He studied her nakedness. She was pretty good when 
taken in 
comparison with some Mayfair birds he'd had the dubious 


privilege of 

making. Somehow, when viewed with sex in mind she didn't 
appear 

that young. Everything was there - where it should be. 
Everything - 


including a forest that should have been soft, curling down. 


'So?' Her body twisted, on its back now with arms up, 
knees bent, 
thighs parted. 


‘So you were telling me Cy hadn't covered every point. . .' 


Her hands moved up, down, up her nudity. 'I haven't 
covered a 


goddamned bit of me,' she complained. 
'True!' came his admiring reply. 


‘Shit!’ She closed her thighs, sat erect. 'Am | just all 
encyclopaedia 
to consult before plotting a book?’ 


'If you were, Syl. . .' He found the same bottle of Scotch, 
poured a 
hefty measure ... I'd thumb a lot more pages than | normally 
do.' He 
added ginger, carefully again, turned and walked through 
yesterday's 
underwear to her side. ‘Listen to me, Syl - I'm not a virgin. 
I'm 
experienced with what we British call "dolly-birds". They're a 
seta 
Shade lower than a snake's belly but with wealthy parents. 
They inhabit 
plush nightclubs and seduce anything wearing pants - the 
cruder the 
man the better they enjoy sex. When they mature and 
become wives of 
successful City tycoons they have affairs with dustmen, 
window-cleaners, tradesmen galore. They're empty-headed 
sex-machines and no power on Earth could make them think 
higher than 
their pubic hair.' 
‘We've got that type here,’ the girl declared triumphantly. 
‘They're everywhere, unfortunately,’ Tim said. 'Don't be 
classified as 
one of them, Syl.' His eyes stared into hers avoiding more 
distracting 
erotic areas. 


‘What are you? Some kind of religious maniac?’ 


Tim laughed. 'Not me, Syl. I'm just a shade above those 


guys you 
usually sleep with.’ 


‘Then make it, man. It's all yours.. .' 
‘After we discuss ...' 


'We discuss after, you mean!' Her hands seized his head, 
drew his 
mouth down to hers. Like a viper, her tongue darted forth - 
poisoning 
his resistance; driving home her insatiableness. Like smooth 
silk her 
voluptuous flesh slid across his hands; inviting further 
exploration - 
demanding its gratification. In her arms he festered sores 
that could not 
be healed without adequate medication ... the slow-drawing 
poultice 
that was her body functions; her natural attribute. 


During those precious minutes it took him to undress she 
bayed at 
the moon of his sex; crazy coon-like sounds with staring 
eyes fastened 
lecherously on her pleasure; body writhing in total 
surrender; 
passion-bloated face contorted into a hideous mask of 
uninhibited 
sensuality. Then, he was down with her again - feeling her 
thighs 
surging, wrapping, opening, offering entirely. Her mouthed 
obscenities 
did not shock him, simply sickened his mind to her 
depravity. Her 
suggestions went untried - and he was above her willing hot 
flesh, 


driving hard against her youthfulness; conscious of that 
experienced 
desire for mutual completion. 


When it came he was raised on a plateau far superior, far 
higher than 
any he had walked before. The vigour of her frenzy, the 
frantic way she 
carried him along with her flowing, gushing lust left him 
sated - 
depleted, exhausted. 


‘God, you're good!' she gasped, hands refusing to 
relinquish his 
body. 'Don't stop, Tim... keep doing it to me!’ 

He thrust away from her and rolled on his back. ‘Don't! Let 
me rest.... 

‘No, no, no!' She twisted over Him3 kissing, touching, 
cajoling. 

His feet thudded on her carpet and he pushed from her 


greedy grasp. 
Looking down at her he moaned. 'You could ...' 


She chuckled. 'Pregnant? Not me, Tim - I'm on the Pill. 
Relax, 
man - come back here. | haven't finished with you.' 


‘| need a drink!' He stumbled across the apartment, helped 
himself 


‘Want to talk for a while?’ 

He swallowed two ounces of fiery liquid, coughed. 'Yeah!' 
‘What about?’ 

‘Demonstrations. ' 


‘Man,' she chortled happily, spreading her body on the 
divan, ‘that's 


for me. Ain't | just demonstrated what a lovely girl | am?' 
‘Not that type, Syl.’ 


‘God, | Know what you mean. Tim - haven't you got a sense 
of 
humour?’ 


He felt in need of a hot bath. His skin crawled with drying 
perspiration. ‘It wasn't funny what we did, Syl. It was 
exciting, 
wonderful, accomplished from your side. But not funny.' 


‘| thought it was fantastic myself.’ She swung her feet to 
the floor, 
sat erect. 


Even like that, he thought, she was a Sex kitten. 

‘Okay, lover-boy - whaf s eating you?’ 

‘You, your friends, this Californian scene. ' 

‘You still harping on this international conspiracy thing?’ 
‘| don't rightly know, Syl!' 


‘Forget it, man. We don't play for commie kicks. This is for 
real - 
our thing!’ 


‘Do you ever attend meetings?’ 


She considered his point, shrugged so that her breasts did 
a small 
dance. 'Some,' she admitted ruefully. 'I've been with Cy and 
Chick a 
few weeks. They're avid protesters. Anything goes for that 
Cy, Tim. 
He's part Panther, part anti-pollutionist, part anti-Vietnam. 
You name it, 
he's in there pitching against established order. He hates 
pigs, too,’ and 
she laughed uproariously. 


‘Is he violent?’ 


‘Could be, 1 she stopped laughing, frowned. 'He's got guns 
and nitro.’ 


‘Does he ever mention one specific individual he accepts 
asa 
leader?’ 


‘Nope... hey, wait a minute!' She concentrated, added, 
‘There's a 
guy he calls Jason: I've never met him but | believe he's a 
Canadian 
working for some big foundation or other. Cy says he's got 
‘em all 
tagged - from the White House to a dogcatcher.' 


‘Think hard, Syl. What else does Cy say about this man?' 


The girl snorted, stretched along the divan, waved to him. 
'Nix, 
Tim. I'm ready again...’ 

Tim sighed, poured a fast drink, swallowed it in one long, 
desperate 
attempt to replenish his energies. He walked across to Syl - 
stood 
looking down at her worldly-wise adolescence and moaned. 
God help 
the next generation if this was an example of motherhood to 
be. One 
day her Pill would quit working and she'd pass along 
nymphomaniac 
genes to some other pathetic little bastard ... 


‘Quit having an eyeful and let's get down to what really 
counts in this 


game... 


He lowered himself onto her, eager to please, ready to 
suffer for her 
beliefs .... 


CHAPTER FIVE 


YVETTE MIRADOIS needed no passport when she entered 
the 
Left-Bank refuge known as 'Cochon'. Suspicious eyes 
followed her 
down ten steps into the centrally-lignhted entrance then 
passed her 
through a stout portal. Once inside, she sensed the changed 
atmosphere 
the fervent desire to share friendships, wine, lovers. She was 
always 
glad of those vigilant guardians outside the dimly-lit 
premises. The last 
thing she wanted was to be discovered here. Just knowing 
they all had 
various avenues of escape should the gendamerie invade 
gave hera 
feeling of security. 


Accordions played softly from a dais before which couples, 
swayed, 
lost in one another's passion. The hands that moved to the 
sensuous 
muted music did not care who was watching or why. They 
were guided 
by instinct; motivated by desire. Those intimate caresses, 
those daring 
familiarities all came from knowledge that nobody here 
would object; 
that what was happening this second would occur a dozen 


times when 
the place emptied. 


For a fleeting space of time Yvette pitied the musicians. 
Their job 
was not easy catering for swollen lusts - knowing they could 
not partake 
of the excitements being so blatantly displayed under their 
collective 
eyes. Then, she forgot the men. They were paid - and 
entertained 
royally afterwards. There were always girls who considered a 
musician 
more to their liking than adventurous-handed boys. And, too. 
there was 
the heightened desire burning in their veins. All that playing 
and 
viewing until, finally, the release came with a sudden rush. 
No, she 
should not pity the players. She should envy them! 


'Yvette, mon cherie!’ 


She smiled as Paul approached. He was a handsome youth 
in his 
American-style jacket with its fringed-ends and those 
‘Midnight 
Cowboy' sideboards visible under his Paris-made Stetson. 
She wanted 
to tell him his Levis were too tight, too revealing but he 
probably knew 
that in advance. Paul didn't miss a trick when going after 
girls. 

‘| was beginning to wonder if you'd come tonight,’ he said, 
kissing 
her deeply, racing hands lightly over her buttocks and 


breasts before 
releasing her. 


‘| can see you've been starved, Paul.' 
He laughed. 'Don't tell M'sieur Pettu, mon petit!’ 
‘Is he here?’ Yvette searched the room for sight of the man. 


‘Mais oui, certainement! Come - follow me!' Treading 
carefully 
through the dancers and those standing in close proximity 
so that their 
ineffectual fondlings could go for dancing, Yvette caught 
sight of M. 
Pettu. She didn't like the man - considered him an intruder. 
There was 
something strange in the way he cold-bloodedly refused to 
become 
enmeshed in their amorous affairs and confined himself to 
politics and 
discussions on how to antagonise the authorities. 


‘Bon soir, Yvette.' The man held out a hand which she 
touched 
quickly. It was cold, devoid of human qualities. 


‘M'sieur...' She accepted a chair, sank into it gratefully. 


At least she was directly opposite the man, not beside him 
as was so 
often the case. 


'We are discussing the possibility of arousing the Citroen 
workers 
again,' Paul informed her excitedly. 


'Mon dieu!' M. Pettu exploded angrily, brushing aside Paul's 
apology. 'Must you be so hasty? Haven't | warned you not to 
broadcast 
our plans in advance?’ 


‘Oui, m'sieur. . . J'ai beaucoup de regret!’ 


Yvette wanted to scream at Paul. He didn't have to greatly 
regret 
anything. Wasn't she a member of their elite circle? Wasn't 
she entitled 
to have their plans detailed? ‘M'sieur what is so wrong with 
what Paul 
said?' she asked angrily. Two could play at that game, she 
thought with 
some Satisfaction. 


‘Nothing, Yvette - except that if he will soeak aloud here 
there is no 
telling where he will draw a line.’ 


‘Trust us a little, m'sieur Pettu.' 
‘Trust no one,' the man replied quickly. 


‘Not even you?' Yvette smiled sarcastically, challenging the 
older 
man. Perhaps, she mused, that was why he did not seem to 
fit. He was 
much older than any of them. He may have looked young at 
first but 
she sensed his ‘antiquity' from little escapism things he 
mentioned. 


‘Not me!' replied the man solemnly. 'Not you. Not anyone. ' 
‘What a world we are building,’ Yvette remarked. 


‘It is not what we are attempting to construct, Yvette. It is 
what we 
have been left. Our inheritance is rotten to its core. We 
move amongst 
evil people and we must exercise caution if we are to 
Survive. ' 


‘I'd rather be dead than untrusting of humanity, m's/eur.' 


Pettu glared at the girl. She was a dominant character in 
this group 
and he had to mollify her before Paul, Robert, Andre, Charles 
and 
Celeste broke away from his stranglehold over them. He 
smiled. He 
forced himself to sound contrite. 'Bravo, Yvette. Well spoken. 
We 
agree, naturally. Humanity is what we are fighting for but 
remember the 
words of a famous Frenchman - not all humanity is worth 
Sacrificing 
liberty for!' 


Yvette searched her intelligent mind for the quotation, 
failed to geta 
response. She refused to be drawn and said: ‘All right, 
m'sieur - let us 
proceed?' She deliberately made a question. 


Pettu nodded thoughtfully. The girl was a disturbing 
influence in 
every way. Pretty without being a ravishing beauty, her 
chestnut hair, 
grey eyes and pouting lips combined with a voluptuousness 
of body to 
make her presence a distraction. Her high |.Q. bothered him, 
too. She 
accepted little without wanting to probe beneath the surface 
for hidden 
motivations. More than once she had uncovered bias in their 
schemes 
and foiled his plans to foment trouble where it could damage 
the 
economy most. 


Yvette knew she was the object of his thoughts. She 
sensed his 


reluctance to speak until their group settled. It gave her 
ample time to 

study him - and she was far from satisfied with what she 
saw. On close 

examination his youthfulness faded, became middle age. 
The tell-tale 

signs were there for a discerning gaze to behold. Wrinkles 
round the 

eyes, nose, mouth. Deep furrows between thick brows. The 
hands 

creased, the voice deep with maturity - not just naturally 
baritone. Only 

his clothing was of their generation and that reminded her of 
an aged 

disc-jockey keeping his job by affecting styles he did not 
honestly like. 


‘Citroen have offered their workers a two-year contract 
guaranteeing 
an increase of approximately fifteen per cent,' Pettu said 
finally. 'The 
majority of the men are in favour of this deal but some 
militants are 
against on basic principles. These are the ones we must 
encourage.’ 


'Why?' Yvette asked. 


Andre glared at her. He was a hot-head with a penchant for 
leading 
rebellious students to the barricades. He enjoyed violence - 
especially 
when directed against his favourite target: gendarmes: He 
made no 
effort to conceal his anarchist leanings. Nor did he have the 
slightest 
interest in their sworn declaration to make the students' life 


a happier, 
more fulfilling one. 


Pettu grinned, spoke directly for Andre's benefit. 'Why? you 
ask. | 
would have thought everyone of us knew that answer.' 


‘Tell me again, m's/eur,' Yvette insisted tightly. 


‘Student power is disruptive,’ Pettu replied with mounting 
anger. 
‘Students are not producers nor do the people have 
sympathy when we 
simply stay away from classes to make our protest. 
Therefore, students 
are forced to take remedial action; to incite workers and 
others so that 
their voices can be heard in every comer of France. Car 
production is 
an important factor in the economy. If we get Citroen to 


strike, Renaults 

will follow. It is simple fact - we must recruit those militants 
and offer 

support for their cause.’ 


The girl smiled at Paul. T>o you agree? 
‘Mais oul, cherie. It is the thing to do!’ 


‘You've forgotten that we have justice now. Our former 
uprising 
accomplished much of what we wanted. The authorities are 
slow to act 
but they seldom object to hearing our demands. What are 
we fighting 
for this time. M'sieur Pettu? Tell me that!’ 

Paul and Andre felt uncomfortable. The others were not 
intimately ^ 
involved as yet and could sit back to watch the infighting 


between 

Yvette and Pettu. But neither boy could enjoy the battle. 
Certainly not 

Andre. His face flushed, his hands banged on their table. 
‘Liberty - 

that’s what!' he shouted. 'We're the new revolutionaries. 
France does 

not need this government. France is being ruined by 
Capitalist pigs. 

Unless we overthrow them all France is doomed. I, for one, 
Shall not 

cease to strive for liberty.’ He jumped to his feet, trembling 
as agitation 

built to its crescendo. 


‘I'll go with you, Andre,' Paul remarked. He glared at Yvette, 
nodded to Pettu. 'If you agree to discuss actual methods for 
giving more 
than vocal support to our comrades let us know.' 

Yvette kept a straight face as the two youths departed. 
Pettu's flinty 
gaze bored through her - accusing, suspicious, doubting. She 
smiled at 
last. 'Sorry, m'sieur. It was not intentional but | do have 
rights to 
question decisions affecting me.' 


‘Naturellement!' He slowly got to his feet. 'If you'll excuse 
me...' 


Yvette hurried after him. She did not want the man 
catching up with 
Andre or Paul. She wanted him for herself. 'M'sieur... 1 
He swung, waited until she was beside him. 
‘I'd like to speak with you alone - if you wouldn't mind.’ 


‘Come along, girl.' His attitude was most discouraging yet 
she 
insisted on following him from the 'Cochon'. It had been 
raining and 
street-lights formed luminous pools on glistening 
pavements. Scattered 
droplets fell from the canopied chestnut trees as couples 
strolled 
oblivious of discomfort or dampness. 


'Why do you take such an avid interest in student affairs, 
M'sieur! 

Pettu smiled to himself as they strode towards the Seine. /f 
only she. 
knew! His silence matched the stillness that permeated the 
river 
shimmering like a silken ribbon in the immediate distance. 
The outline 
of Notre Dame caught against city-glow clouds did not stir 
him. 
Churches were mere constructions to him. Not repositories 
of sacred 
music, prayers, hopes, peace. 


'You haven't answered, m'sieur. ..' 


They reached the embankment as another downfall 
washed the 
streets. The plip-plop of rain beating its incessant tattoo on 
the river had 
an eerieness one could almost taste. Quickly, Pettu darted 
under a tree, 
hugged its thick trunk as Yvette joined him. 


'M'sieur. . .' 


‘Call me Armand, Yvette.' His eyes held hers with a 
tenderness she 


could not fathom. 'You're a pretty girl - but a dangerous 
opponent.’ 


‘Thank you, Armand. | appreciate truthfulness. ' 


. Rain bounced off the pavement, wetting their feet. Now 
the deluge 
swirled down gutters, gurgling obscenely as it sluiced into a 
drain. 
From the swollen river the sound of drumming drops 
increased in 
volume; heard above the traffic's growling. 


‘lf we could get a taxi,' the girl suggested. 
‘And where would we go together?’ 


She shrugged. 'Your apartment. Mine. It makes no 
difference.’ 


‘Whatever gave you the notion | want to accompany you?' 


She snuggled against his side as rain cascaded down from 
overladen 
branches. 'You're not married and you're not meeting a 
mistress so why 
not me?’ 


‘You're very sure of yourself.' He said it lightly but inwardly 
cursed 
the day he'd permitted Yvette to join their group. It had 
been a major 
error and one he would rectify soon. She was too astute to 
continue 
being a threat. 


‘Armand - don't you ever think about girls?’ 
‘Certainement! I'm human, n’estpas?' 


Yvette laughed. 'Kiss me and l'Il confirm or deny that.' Her 
face 
tilted upwards, her hips moistly parted. 


Suddenly, he could control his animalistic urges no longer. 
His arms 
swept her tight against him, his mouth hungrily, devouring 
hers. The 
heat of her, the subtle gyrations of her hips, the way she 
fondled his 
neck drove him wild. It had been months ... 


Against a background of moonlight music, Bob Thomson 
watched 
the five youngsters finish their meal. He was pleasantly 
Surprised to see 
how well-behaved they were; how they fitted into his 
clientele. None of 
them wore outlandish garb. In fact, Tim Hart was elegantly 
dressed ina 
lounge suit while Nanette Aubin's gown was positively 
radiant. He 
wanted to approach them but discretion being the better 
part of intrigue 
he compelled himself to quell that old inquisitiveness. This 
was their 
‘Show'. If they needed help they'd shout. Until then... 


‘| enjoyed that steak,' Tim remarked. He poured a second 
glass of 
wine, waited whilst the others declined before replacing the 
bottle to one 
side of him. 'If anyone wants a sweet.. .' 


‘Not me,' Nanette laughed, patting her stomach. 'Since 
arriving in 
London I've gained three pounds. A girl must be careful of 
what she 
eats.’ 


Brad Sommers leant across the table, whispered loudly: 
‘Honey, | go 
for you fat or thin!’ 


‘Oh, la-la! Your name should be M'sieur Armand Pettu!' 
Tim glanced at their nearest neighbours, lowered his voice. 


‘Right, as Nanette has brought us back to reality | think we 
should 
discuss Pettu - and some others about whom I've formed 
opinions. 
Frankly, I'm not yet convinced dad is correct in assuming we 
have an 
international conspiracy although some ramifications do 
worry me.' 


Nanette Aubin rested her elbows on the table, sighed. 
‘There is a 
mysterious organisation behind the unrest, Tim. | think | 
have proof of 
that!’ 


Her bombshell startled them all. Brad Sommers especially. 
He leant 
back, wiped perspiration from his forehead, said: ‘Either it's 
goddamned 
hot in here or else I've got an attack of nerves!’ 


He concentrated his attention of the French girl. 'If you're 
sure, 
Nanette ... ' 


‘Not one hundred per cent but almost,’ she replied. 


‘Then | vote we ring in the old "network".' He searched 
their faces 
for confirmation. 


‘Not yet,' Tim said dubiously. Td rather we got a few facts 
straight 
first. Go ahead, Nanette. Tell us your story.' 


Rolande Aubin's daughter liked holding the spotlight. She 
was a 
born actress. Before her father had requested she join this 
group she had 
been studying drama - and the situation was tailor-made for 
her talents. 
‘Armand Pettu is, | think, the man behind French student 
unrest. Tim,’ 
and she smiled gratefully at Hart, 'suggested | infiltrate the 
Sorbonne 
chapter which | did - successfully so. | used the pseudonym 
Yvette 
Miradois ... ' 


Wanda Collins laughed understanding. 'Forged papers 
and all?’ 


‘Certainement! We have resources most people do not. 
Father made 
a beautiful set within an evening. Sacre bleu! how they 
trained agents 
in those days!' 


Karl Bluther inclined his head, asked, 'Have we all used an 
alias 
when dealing with our compatriots?’ When the group 
remained silent, 
questioning mentally, he continued: 'It would appear our 
parents have 
been successful in part. If we resort to undercover tactics we 
must 
surely suspect they have called the tune correctly!’ 


‘I'm not sure | like that assumption,' Tim said defensively. 


‘Nor I!' Brad declared vehemently. 'I'm not saying | agree or 
disagree but my mind is blank - no decisions made yet!’ 


‘dow about you, Wanda?' Nanette asked then. 


The English girl sighed, steepled her slender fingers and 
gazed at 
them across scarlet-painted fingernails. 'When my turn 
comes | shall 
enlighten you. Not before! But, please, let Nanette continue 


Tim grunted approval. As their chosen leader he was bound 
to make 
the final analysis. If their reports indicated a subversive 
element 
associated with demonstrators and student unrest he would 
critically and 
logically examine every facet of the outside interference and 
make plans 
accordingly. 'Go ahead, Nanette,’ he said firmly. 


Ever conscious of their neighbours and those dancers 
whirling past 
their table, Nanette told her story. She left nothing out - not 
even her 
sexual involvement with Armand Pettu. Her description of 
the man got 
totally unexpected reactions, however. 


‘He could be Jason, Tim mused. 


‘| was thinking he is a ringer for a guy at L.S.E.' 


Karl frowned, asked Brad, 'Attending the college or on the 
fringes?’ 

‘Fringe only,’ came the quick reply. 'Why?' 

‘As a full-time student he could not be everywhere at once. 


He does 
sound very like Hans Mannlicher to me!’ 


Tim felt excitement race down his spine. 'Look - let's 
construct a 


picture of Nanette's Armand Pettu. I'm not sure how to go 
about it, but... 


‘Ask Bob Thomson,' Brad suggested. 


An hour later, Bob placed his pencil on a desk and handed 
his sketch 
to Nanette. His private office was hardly large enough for 
their group 
meeting but under the circumstances he had thought it 
advisable to bring 
the youngsters in there. 


‘That's Armand,' Nanette declared positively as she 
examined the 
drawing. 'He looks younger than he actually is." She smiled. 
‘| should 
know. I've slept with him!’ 

'A slight change of hair style and it's Jason from California,’ 
Tim 
grunted. 

‘dans Mannlicher!' Kurt remarked. 


‘Julius Gold - friend of L.S.E's militants,+ Brad said. 
‘That's Stanley Edmond,’ Wanda said acidly. 


Thomson leant back and looked at each thoughtfully. 'You 
realise 
this pretty well confirms our theory,' he mentioned. 'I think 
it's high 
time Network Forty got working on Mr Edmond-Gold-Pettu- 
Mannlicher-Jason.' 


‘No, not yet, 1 Tim interrupted quickly. 'We undertook to do 
this job 
on our own.’ 


‘True, Tim, true! And you've done better than expected 
already. But 
guys like this joker don't play infantile games. They're top 
agents 
following orders, creating situations off the cuff, stage- 
managing 
youngsters everywhere. This one. ..' and he tapped the 
drawing, 'must 
be excellent. He's world-wide - Paris, London, Los Angeles, 
Berlin, 
God knows where else. He needs handling with kid gloves 
and 
experience. ' 


‘Don't tell my father for one week, Bob. We won't do 
anything hasty 
nor scare off the suspect...’ 


Thomson shrugged. ‘It's your show, kids but my advice is 
stay clear 
of this man. If he gets the slightest idea you've twigged his 
caper he 
won't hesitate to eliminate the danger.’ 


Wanda shivered. 'I wonder how mum felt when she was 
cornered? 
Did she think of her life being in jeopardy or did she pray?’ 


Bob got to his feet, said grimly: 'Mai Bedford knew what 
she was 
doing. We all did - and that's the difference between the 
Forty and 
Seventy networks. We were engaged in a war for high 
stakes. You kids 
can't begin to understand that this is the same thing simply 
because 
soldiers are not engaged in combat. But don't kid 
yourselves. The 


Russians are convinced that espionage and disruption of 
every lifeline in 

a capitalist society is an act of total war. They're not acting 
roles; 

they're locked in an ideological struggle with us that decides 
their fate - 

and ours. That's why I'd like to call upon the older 
generation,’ and he 

grinned then. ‘Sure, we're old but not defunct. Not decayed. 
Not 

relegated to pensionable ineffectualness.' 


‘You're trying to warn us, aren't you, Mr Thomson?' Wanda 
asked. 


‘Lam, girl, | bloody well am! 


‘Thanks! Consider I've been told off.’ She smiled and took 
his arm, 
gazing up into his handsome face. 'Now, if you've finished 
trying to 
scare the pants off me, I'll have a drink - for courage.’ 

Bob slapped her bottom playfully. ‘It's on the house. One 
drink 
each and no flashing eyes at me, Miss Wanda Collins. Your 
mum 
would slay me alive if | seduced her daughter.’ 


'Ha!' came back the immediate response. 'What a parent 
doesn't 
know .. .' She laughingly accompanied Bob back into the 
nightclub. 
Two lone clients sat huddled in a comer with a disgruntled 
waiter 
hovering over them. Other members of the staff placed 
chairs on tables 
and swept the floor, doing everything possible to tell the 
tardy duo that 


it was time to depart. Wanda felt Bob's body tense against 
her, asked, 
‘Something wrong?’ 


‘Bloody right!' he growled. 'Excuse me ...' He pulled away, 
went 
directly to the hand-holding pair and bent over them. Wanda 
couldn't 
hear what was said but it was effective: Like bullets from a 
gun the duo 
rose, hurried to the foyer - their every move watched by an 
appreciative 
staff. As he approached their group, Wanda saw the 
hardness that was 
so carefully hidden beneath Bob's pleasant, care-not facade. 
And she 
tingled expectantly. She would have this man - regardless ... 


CHAPTER SIX 


As a 'Bantu' refugee from Vorster's apartheid policy, Jan 
Hugens 
qualified for membership of any Black Panther group. That 
he had 
taken temporary residence in Harlem made him a natural 
for inclusion 
in the chapter dominated by those most dedicated to the 
armed 
overthrow of established American government. Unlike 
many South 
African ‘natives’, Jan spoke perfect English with just a slight 
trace of 
North American language. His associates did not notice this 
deviation 
nor did they care. In Jan they had the example they so 
desperately 
desired - the incitement needed to inflame other coloured 
inhabitants to 
take up their violent cause. 


For Jan, the Panthers went about their rebellion the wrong 
way. 
Insurrection, destruction was not - for him - the way to gain 
sympathy. 
The coloured man had a legitimate grievance. That in itself 
was 
tantamount to forwarding a claim to social equality in 
today's world. 
Martin Luther King's 'peace marches' had, not accomplished 


any 

noticeable advancement of the problem simply because 
most whites did 

not wish to be forcibly made aware of their governmental 
shortcomings. 

But external pressures brought to bear in an United Nations 
predominantly Afro-Asian in membership could have swung 
the wedge 

in their favour. Violence, threats to 'Whitey' and calling law 
enforcement agency men 'pigs' did not endear a black 
cause in white 

hearts. 


Jan believed - in all sincerity - that progress could only be 
made 
through education. The bitterness caused by segregated 
schooling did 
not solve the issue. What was needed were more black 
teachers willing 
to forego the 'white' monetary gains to offer their talents to 
educating 
poverty-line 'nigger’ students in the Deep South. Guns could 
not send 
the walls of Whitey supremacy tumbling; but that pen which 
was 
mightier than a sword could. 


Unknown to his Black Panther group was the fact that Jan 
Hugens 
was not one hundred per cent black. His father had 
belonged to Colonel 
Brett Hart's 'Department Seven’ crew - a white South African 
whose 
whole life had been spent trying to ‘free’ his native 
countrymen from 
Dutch-church domination. When his father had seen fit to 
take M'golu 


of the Zulu tribe for his 'woman' he had automatically been 
castigated, 

kicked out of white society. That his son - Jan - had been 
more black 

than white had not bothered the father. He had been proud 
to spawn a 

‘breed’ that was a 'native-son' of the African continent. 


Often, Jan wondered how Hart had traced his ancestry. In 
South 
Africa he had been 'Bantu' - although he hated the word. He 
was Zulu - 
and white. A curious mixture but one he was proud to have. 
The whites 
who had conquered the vast plains, velds, mountains, 
deserts, coastlines 
of what was now the Republic had his admiration. The Zulu 
race who 
had fought so valiantly against overwhelming odds deserved 
historic 
recognition - and gratitude. Their struggle to maintain 
independence 
had forced the white invaders to assume a mantle of 
greatness they 
could not otherwise have claimed. 


From his window he looked across the Bronx with its 
stench, its old 
brownstones falling apart at the seams, its garbage-littered 
Streets, its 
pathetic poverty and wondered how this ‘land of plenty, 
opportunity, 
give-me-your-poor' could condone such misery. For all that 
was said 
about South Africa such neglect, distressing circumstances, 
abjectness 
did not exist. There were no written laws saying that all men 


were 

equal, deserving of opportunity, justice, liberty. S.A. had its 
segregated 

code - and the African (not the Afrikaaner) knew where he 
fitted. Not 

here. Not in America's polyglot community that considered a 
Polak, 

Bohunk, ‘Nigger’, Irisher an inferior being. The Pilgrim 
Fathers still 

ruled America's thinking. Boston and thé 400 controlled 
society. Even 

California with its integrated millions did not realise how 
unjust the 

system really was. Only Watts stood as proof of that State's 
tribulations. 


The memory of Colonel Hart's beautiful country residence 
returned 
to taunt him... 


‘}Jan,' Hart said as he poured coffee into a delicate cup, 'I'm 
making a 
confession | do not wish you to repeat. Your father saved my 
life and | 
owe his son a debt. I'm an "EMPIRE" enthusiast - and that 
excludes 
those of coloured blood. Whilst | readily admit to having a 
prejudice | 
still decline to go whole hog and condemn every black 
nation seeking its 
future apart from the Commonwealth, or Colonialism. | 
believe in 
every man being equal, but some being less capable of 
governing 
themselves than others - if you get what I'm trying to say?' 


‘|! do, Colonel Hart,' Jan readily admitted. 
‘You realise then that I'm going to be a hard taskmaster?’ 
‘Yes, Sir.' 


‘And that I'm going to throw you in where all your African 
notions 


of black identity will be subjected to severe testing? 1 
'Yes, sir!' 
‘And you're willing to work under my orders?’ 
‘Lam, Colonel.' 


Hart smiled then, sampled a whisky, poured two drinks 
and relaxed 
opposite Jan as they sniffed the delicate aroma of the amber 
liquid. 
‘Forgive me if | make a symbolic gesture,' Hart mentioned. 
‘I'm under 
doctor's orders not to imbibe.’ 


‘That's alright, sir. Thank you, sir. Cheers, sir...' Jan got 
ready to 
drink his Scotch, hesitated when he saw Hart's face tense. 
‘Something 
wrong, sir ?' 


The Canadian swore. 'Goddam! Is that what they teach you 
in Cape 
Town? Sir this, sir that, yes sir, no sir... ?' 

Jan grinned. ‘I'm sorry ...' 


‘Sorry nothing. | admit to wanting respect for my rank, son. 
I like a 
lad who can speak to an elder with deference. But l'm 
goddamned if | 
want sir thrown at me every few seconds. Cut it out, eh?’ 


‘Yes, sir.’ Jan laughed, drank his whisky, apologised, ‘Sorry, 
Colonel. | 
won't snap to attention so fast again.’ 


Hart shrugged off their exchange. ‘I'm not going to fill your 
head 
with modem daydream stuff, Jan. Your father's old - and | 
mean old - 
department is kaput as far as the British government is 
concerned. If we 
are to believe fiction authors and those spectacular motion 
pictures there 
still exists an outfit with a 00 prefix licensed to kill. That's for 
laughs, | 
can assure you. Professional spies don't go around slaying 
one another. 
If they did there'd be none left. We have a lousy budget for 
espionage 
in Britain. At one time, the British Secret Service was second 
to none in 
the world. Today, thanks to petty governmental cuts and the 
need for 
more and more social security chaps and union dictatorship, 
the spies 
have been almost eliminated. But not in Russia, or 
Czechoslovakia, 
Rumania, Bulgaria, Albania, China, Hungary, Poland, East 
Germany. 
They know that men are needed and that men cost money. 
They realise 
the value of diplomatic, economic, industrial espionage. 
They've got 
unlimited budgets. Not us. We muddle along and when the 
crunch 
comes we'll scream "why weren't we warned in advance?". 
Well, if 


you’re alive then you tell those fucking unions and Left-wing 
advocates 

why we weren't. Excuse the language, son - I'm from a 
mould that 

cannot be broken. | believe in freedom - and the necessity of 
keeping 

our defences as strong as possible against subversion 
whether it be from 

a foreign army or malcontents within the system. ' 


Jan helped himself to another Scotch. He liked the smooth 
blending 
of those old, fine products incorporated under the label: 
Teacher's 
Highland Cream, He considered the masterblenders in the 
same light as 
he contemplated Colonel Hart die-hards to tradition; proud 
of their 
product and its acceptance to the majority. 


‘What has this got to do with me, Colonel?’ he asked. 


‘Everything, lad. Everything!’ Hart sniffed his glass for 
about the 
fifth time. He was sorely tempted but the doctor knew best - 
or did he? 
‘I've formed a youth division of our old organisation. | am 
proud to 
state my son, Tim, commands it. But I'm not ready to let him 
know you 
are one of them. Not yet. Not until you finish your 
assignment...’ 


'Which is?' 
'To infiltrate the Black Power adherents!' 


‘That,’ Jan laughed, 'would be extremely unlikely. I'm a 
known 
Whitey sympathiser in Cape Town .. .' 


‘With new papers, and official documents stating that you 
are 
suspected of being in league with a liberation movement 
you'd be a 
natural, son!’ 


Jan inclined his head. He didn't doubt that Hart could 
perform the 
'miracle' he had mentioned. His father had drummed into 
him Hart's 
invincibility. 'lf that was possible . ..' 


‘It is, son. | happen to have the papers and documents 
here.' The 
colonel reached inside his sporting jacket, withdrew several 
officious 
envelopes. 'You can be on a plane to New York within... ' 
He 
consulted his wrist-watch, said, ‘Ten hours - if you're willing?’ 


Jan shrugged. New York was a 'mecca' he had wanted to 
visit for 
many years - a haven denied him because of his colour. 'I'll 
accept - on 
one condition. ' 


‘Name it, son.’ 
‘| don't betray those with whom | feel kinship.’ 


Hart walked round and round his elegant study. Jan loved 
the 
leather-bound books, the antiques, the Persian carpets and 
those 
polished boards that had seen so much British history 
trampled beneath 
heavy boots. ‘All right, Jan Hugens - you've got my word on 
that. | 
want the leaders of Black Power. | want them catalogued 
and classified. 


| want the names of their foreign contacts - the people who 
supply them 

with ideas, arms. | want them in my files - and not because | 
have 

anything against their struggle, either. | - as you - appreciate 
what 

they're fighting for. But | detest their methods. Especially, | 
loathe the 

white people using them for personal, or national, gain. 
They're really 

the ones l'm after, Jan. Those,’ and he smiled disarmingly, 
’Whiteys 

making the black man look like a bunch of ignorant 
Savages.’ 


‘May | ask one question, Colonel?’ 


Hart nodded, his active mind leap-frogging ahead for the 
answer he 
was sure would be needed. 


"They say every man has his price and does good works for 
gain. 
What do you get out of all this?’ 


‘Satisfaction, son,' came the immediate reply on schedule. 
'I have 
spent a lifetime fighting one evil after another. Twice against 
a 
military-indoctrinated Germany. Other places you've never 
heard about. 
I've sent men to certain death on a slight chance we got 
enough 
information to save a thousand other lives. I've seen an 
Empire - a 
proud, God-fearing, just Empire, ruined. I've watched from 
retirement 
as the world | helped preserve lowered its standards of 


decency and 

degenerated into a drug-crazy, lazy caricature of human 
goodness. My 

son doesn't want the wealth | have accumulated - doesn't 
honestly need 

it. So, if it costs me every penny to offer youth yet another 
opportunity 

to climb out from under the snake's-belly unscrupulous men 
have 

constructed above their heads then | shall be satisfied. ' 


‘My father was right, Colonel Hart - you're the greatest!’ Jan 
laughed, 
held out his hand. ;l’ll do my share, sir!’ 


‘I'm sure you will, Jan Hugens. And there'll be a million 
Africans 
who'll owe you a debt of gratitude, too.' 


Thinking about that day spent at Hart's English home gave 
him the 
shakes. Compared to the view from his window, heaven 
could have 
been a day-trip to the countryside. And while he wouldn't 
call Hart 
Omnipotent he was as close to being God as he could surely 
meet. Only 
one facet of the old man's character lacked shimmering- 
Silver lining - 
his straightforward declaration that there were second-class 
world 
citizens and they were mostly coloured. Yet, in himself, Jan 
knew what 
Hart had meant. The Canadian did not erect colour bars 
against black 
men. He simply could not comprehend the changes his loss 


of Empire 

had brought. Nor could he assimilate self-governing black 
nations with 

his old-fashioned British justice is best notions. 


Grim-faced, Jan stretched his six-foot frame and slipped 
into an old 
sweater. Somewhere under a pile of discarded clothes was 
his leather 
jacket. Tonight, he could howl across the river. For the first 
time in 
weeks he did not have duties to perform for his 'cell'. And 
relaxation 
was going to be really sizzling something with that high- 
yeller chick 
from Brooklyn. If ever a gal got his hormones all agitated 
and 
unbalanced it was pretty Lena...’ 


Sergeant O'Dell lived on Third Avenue right where all the 
lrishers 
and Germans congregated. Often, he swore to move from 
the 
neighbourhood and find a small bungalow over on Queen's 
but his wife 
stoically refused to shift her fat ass. She had friends, she 
claimed, and 
no sonofabitch called Mike O'Dell was about to deny her the 
only 
companionship she'd ever had in New York. 


Sitting back with a cigar smouldering, O'Dell prayed he 
never had to 
ride with Grutzmann in heavy traffic. The man was a 
menace on the 
roads - swerving in and out of easy-flowing bridge-bound 
cars as though 


he was intent on committing suicide or causing one helluva 
pile-up. 


'Look at that bastard!+ Grutzmann snarled, flicking his 
siren into 
action, gunning his patrol car with signs of entering the 
oncoming lane. 


‘Watch it, you goddamned idiot!' O'Dell shot forward, sat 
tensed; 
He peered through the windscreen. 'Crissakes, wait until 
they move 
aside.' Every nerve jangled hysterically. 


Grutzmann was impatient. Normally, he took things easy. 
He didn't 
enjoy driving in or around New York and all his fears of an 
accident 
seemed to control him when O'Dell sat beside him. The 
sergeant and he 
didn't hit it off; a five year old incident having established a 
working 
agreement between them to avoid one another like twin 
plagues. He 
was sorry now he'd mentioned the motorbike. But that was 
life - a 
magazine, and a lotta errors. 

Their siren had cleared an avenue and Grutzmann 
careened 
alongside the motorcycle. O'Dell leaned from his window, 
gestured for 
the driver to draw against the kerb and waited as the patrol 
car almost 
sliced the poor bastard in two in Grutzmann's haste to issue 
a ticket. 


'Stay here,' the sergeant growled, heaving his ample frame 
from the 


car, walking sedately back to where the motorcyclist had 
halted. 


‘Anything wrong, Sergeant?' Hugens asked, shoving his 
goggles 
over his protective helmet. 

O'Dell tensed anew. He hated niggers. That came from a 
stint ina 
Harlem precinct and the current wave of cop-baiting. When 
he started 
to mention the infringement that had upset him so much he 
suddenly 
realised that Grutzmann hadn't made any reference to what 
this kid had 
been doing. Frankly, it didn't matter a damn. There were at 
least a 
dozen logical offences he could throw at the smiling, calm 
nigger. He'd 
soon wipe the goddamned smile away. He had a lulu .. 


‘Let's have the licence and registration certificate.’ 


Jan opened his billfold, extracted both and reached them to 
O'Dell. 
As he did, a twenty dollar bill slid from the leathercase, 
drifted down to 
hit the road by the sergeant's feet. 


O'Dell grinned sadistically, nudged the bill. Trying to bribe 
an 
officer of the law, eh? Okay, punk - off the heap. You're 
coming with 
me.’ 

Jan stiffened. He knew that hate-filled look, the flushed 
features, the 
ruthlessness that could shelter behind a blue uniform. 'No 
bribe, 
sergeant,' he said softly, reaching for the money. 


O'Dell's foot locked, caught Jan’s wrist. 'Leave it, nigger. 
That's 
evidence...’ 


Sixty per cent of those coloured inhabitants of The Tombs 
were 
lying, Jan believed. The forty who weren't gave an indication 
of the 
enormous problem confronting those who wanted to work 
for social 
justice. Heavy footsteps reminded him of the guards 
prowling back and 
forth along the tiers of this city, prison which had, for age 
and filth, few 
equals anywhere on Earth. All around - hemmed into cells a 
pig would 
find disgusting - were the drunks, junkies, hippies, 
coloureds, pimps, 
homosexuals, porn==ographers, drifters, bums that New 
York collected 
each and every day. Some would get a free ride to Jersey on 
the 
morrow; some would languish as a shyster attorney tried to 
make a 
name for himself on a lost cause; some would feel the 
majesty of law 
descend on them and face years decaying behind bars; and 
others, like 
Jan himself, would sweat it out and pray that O'Dell (ora 
hundred other 
vicious, tough, inhuman cops) would relent over night. 


Jan had no illusions regarding the severity of his 
chargesheet. 
Attempting to bribe an officer, assaulting an officer, 
speeding, failing to 
stop when signalled, failing to give right of way to a police 


car. He had 

heard O'Dell mention a vagrancy charge, too - although how 
the 

sergeant hoped to make that stick alongside a bribery 
attempt was 

laughable. 


All those guys he had heard discuss police brutality and 
corruption 
came back to haunt him now. He had been disbelieving. Not 
because 
he didn't know how people hated others of different 
religions, colours, 
opinions. But because this was supposed to be the ‘land of 
democracy 
and liberty’. Now he knew - things were no different in New 
York than, 
say, Cape Town, the Negro got a raw deal either way. 


'God,' he thought, 'how they make a bed of nails for 
themselves!’ 
Staring at a cracked, dirty ceiling - the slats he was lying on 
digging into 
his spine - he thought about their plight. The Negro plight! 
No wonder 
kids grew big hating whites when the cops did everything 
possible to 
make the hatred worse. He didn't go along with the Panthers 
or Power 
militants but he could see why they reckoned it was the 
only solution. 
He remembered one huge Panther screaming: 'They've 
gotta pay, 
brothers. They steal us blind; rob our kids of an education 
and expect us 
to lick their white asses. Well, we ain't gonna. No more. You 
hear? 


No more! | gotta lovely ass and it's gonna be licked - jest 
like that 
bastard captain wants our chicks to perform for him!’ 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


TIME meant nothing for Jan Hugens. It flew on multi-hued 
wings, 
drifted along clouds that swiftly changed into silken 
cushions. He was 
suspended above a swirling mass that had once been his 
world - and the 
predominant colour was white; a white smeared blood-red 
mingled here 
and there with black battered blobs 


Sound had meaning, though. Sweet noise rising to 
crescendo 
proportions; wailing into jazz; singing from a curved, ivory 
throat; lost 
in.baritone negroid belly. 


Feeling had never been so acute. Those caressing hands 
working 
down his sweating nakedness... touching... exciting; 
arousing to an 
intensity as nothing had ever been aroused. And, too, he 
could feel - oh, 
how he could feel: silken flesh slithering through his palms; 
erect 
nipples jutting eagerly to be kissed; flanks of ebony 
textured pleasure 


moving to signal another delight as he fondled .. . probed 
the forested 
haven... prepared her for that supreme moment when 


they would join, 


unite ... he penetrating her moist goodness... she 
accepting, coaxing, 

begging for that spontaneous release . . . those flesh- 
dissolving erratic 

thrusts to send them spinning off their cloud-being. 


Unconsciously, he rolled with her, their limbs a symphony 
in 
sensation, sound, exhortation. Like crawling insects they 
entwined, 
arms doing fantastic things as hands sought to heighten 
already 
Olympian contacts. Then he was inside her very life, drawn 
up into the 
void of her ecstasy - sharing her supersensitive emotions, 
lusts, 
perverted desires; fulfilling his reason for being male, her's 
as a woman. 


The torment erupted in a torrent that flooded thought, 
energy, need 
of communication. They were one - ONE in harmony. In 
soaring 
pleasure. Voluptuously titillated into newness - the old liquid 
fire 
slithering away where nobody wanted it any more ... 


Slowly, draggingly, the effect wore off and he moaned. She 
lay by 
his side, eyes wide open, dreamy expression not yet 
dampened by 
reality. She had taken a larger dose, of course. She had 
warned him not 
to sample more than a minimum. 


Something about the trip worried him. Behind the foolish 
escapism, 
the phantasmagoria, the hyper-void through which they had 


rushed in 

unison as passion swallowed all but its jungle joys there had 
beena 

feeling of tragedy, wrong, evil. 


Little by little his faculties returned. He wondered how 
everything 
had appeared so fantastically beautiful when he saw the 
dingy room 
with its cracked wash-basin, its peeling walls, its cheap 
Goodwill store 
furniture, the sagging bed they lay upon. Only Lena looked 
respectable, 
lovely. And she was respectable according to current 
standards, too. 
She didn't let just any man accompany her into passion's 
hinterland. She 
had to feel something; had to want the guy before tripping; 
had to be 
wooed like they did back when Capone was going strong in 
a coonskin 
coat. 


She had a near perfect body - high, firm breasts with 
uptilted nipples 
still showing desire, flat stomach with a thick pubic bush 
adorning her 
mount, long slender thighs that could wrap round a man like 
twin steel 
bands. Her face lacked none of those attributes of a 
beautiful negress. 
Her lips pouted just right, her large deep brown eyes 
shimmered exactly 
as they were supposed to, her nose was flaring at the 
nostrils almost as if 
she had white blood somewhere in her genes and her hair 
was soft, 


straight, clean. The longer he studied her, the more 
convinced Jan 

became that Lena was not the hundred per cent negress 
she claimed. 

And this suited him. They could share a secret - once he got 
what he 

wanted from his ‘cell’. 


Not until then, though. He dare not risk disclosure before 
his 
mission was finished. As it was, the threat of deportation 
hung over him 
like an angry wasp. He had been fortunate he came from 
South Africa. 
The judge had shown mercy, leniency; issued a stiff warning 
along with 
the information that, naturally, the Immigration authorities 
would be 
notified of his misdemeanour. 


Frankly, all he asked for now was an opportunity to 
ingratiate 
himself with the Black Panthers and uncover the man 
behind the scenes. 
Hart had been right in this. There were whites actively 
engaged in 
supplying facilities, legal advice, aid for the ‘cell’. Liberals 
they were 
called. Some were honest citizens trying to carry through 
the mayor's 
instructions that peace depended upon total, unbiased co- 
operation 
between New York's polyglot millions. Others had a stake in 
anarchy, 
destruction being their aim, civil strife their immediate 
target. And, too, 
there were the Mafia with tentacles waving for a share of 


the lucrative 

drug traffic. Pot and acid were not enough for the pushers. 
They 

wanted 'H' and coke, the mainstemming narcotic that every 
militant 

used. 


One Whitey, however, stood out like a proverbial sore 
thumb ina 
haggle of geese. He had not been pleasured with the guy's 
company but 
he knew of him. 


‘You, Jan, are fantastic. Man, like raindrops on a Spring 
mom. Like 
Sugar on a pill. Like wow. Great. Sexational. Do it to me 
again, 
lover-boy!' 


He rolled on his side, gazed down into her awakening eyes. 
She 
unlimbered - all of her resilience elasticating into a 
marvellous 
formscape of sensuality. She stretched, purred, clawed 
kittenish 
approval of his hand circling each breast, flicking each 
nipple, moving 
down the gentle slope of ribcage and stomach into the 
valley so 
mysteriously wrapped in its precious foliage. He witnessed 
her reaction 
-the quickening of breathing, the rise and fall exciting her to 
grasp his 
wrist, holding his hand on her. 


'You'se it, man,' she panted. Then, laughing, she leapt off 
the bed, 
stood with arms akimbo, hips shaking, thighs apart. 'An' it 


has flown 
away on foolish wings!’ 


Mentally, he estimated her addiction by grains slowly 
falling froma 
sand-timer. For seconds she seemed to have snapped out of 
her trip - 
and then, zoom; back to wide-eyed fantasia. 


‘| gotta go, Lena. There's a cell meeting tonight.’ 


She gyrated obscenely, hands doing sweet sentimental 
things across 
her torso. 


‘I'll get dressed! 


‘Crap! Ain't no use you attending, man. They're gonna kick 
your 
lush ass outta the U. S. of A. but fast.' 


He winced as the acid kept her gutter-high. He kept telling 
himself - 
‘She's decent. This is the stuff talking’, yet he couldn't quite 
match 
personalities. 


Letting her wander aimlessly round the room he got into 
his clothes, 
hearing those sob-croon notes filter through the turmoil 
inside his head. 
She rocked back and forth - off on another colourful ride, 
her velvet 
brown body ecstatic; jerking into a mental orgasm that 
would drain her 
as effectively as any physical stimulatory experience ... 


Flashpoint hadn't reached Harlem yet but given time it 
would 
explode larger than Watts. Before Malcolm X and CORE and 
a hundred 


other break-away groups, Harlem was fun-town, U.S.A. It 
still shook 

nightly but now the jazz bands had guns tucked under their 
loose shirts 

and the cops steered clear of anything short of a full-scale 
riot. 


Not far from the Apollo Theatre on West 125th Street 
sixteen dark 
bodies slithered through the night and found their individual 
way down 
a flight of steps into a stinking basement dive. Up top, the 
big 
‘chocolate brown entertainers of some renown’ lashed out 
the jazz, song, 
jokes for tourists. Down here, amid broken crates and rat- 
infested 
boiler-rooms the sixteen listened avidly to Whitey expose 
yet another 
weakness in the System. 


Thankful for the weak light that swung directly above the 
man's 
head, Jan studied him - creating a never-to-be-forgotten 
picture he could 
take back to Colonel Hart. He listened with one ear, 
recording the 
instructions, catching every inflection - the thickness when 
certain 
words were spoken; the melodic lilt of voice when emotion 
seemed to 
stir it. Yet, he felt sure, the man was unemotional - doing a 
job he 
neither liked nor disliked enough to work up enthusiasm for 
their cause. 


The old slogans sickened him. He wanted something new 
and 


shining with which to encourage his race to take a rightful 
place in an 

integrated society - not the mumbo-jumbo of rabble-rousing 
hypocrites. 

It showed on the other fifteen faces - that listless dance of 
the macabre; 

that stereotyped facade presented without thought, logic, 
understanding. 

It reminded him of how the Nazis brainwashed kids into 
believing Hitler 

was next door to God. It stank of secret police closing in on 
an African 

township with orders to create a disturbance so that the 
world at large 

would have proof of 'nationalistic antagonism towards the 
established 

White government’. He felt sick to his stomach and wanted 
out. Right 

out. His mission was complete now. Lena was deader than 
last trip's 

acid-drops. He had nowhere to go here. Somewhere to head 
for - anda 

country mansion set amid green fields and shady lanes with 
birds 

singing their silly beaks off because they didn't have a care. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


NOBODY had issued a warning. Nothing had come through 
from 
Moscow deploring this present period of anti-climax and 
recovery. His 
superiors knew only well enough that the pressure could not 
be 
maintained continuously. In the years since his recruitment, 
he had 
accomplished more than any one man dare hope to see 
bear fruit. 
Admittedly, those so-called conferences of international 
student bodies 
and the many-sided sponsored organisations dedicated to 
race relations, 
labour solidarity, justice for all committees had been 
worthwhile, too. 
They had taken leading malcontents and those fellow 
travelling 'pinks' 
into a communist influence and strengthened passions that 
could not 
otherwise have been nurtured. It was not good to have 
‘pinks' lazing 
about in a capitalist country. They were never-dependable 
until their 
colour changed to a deep red hue. And the conferences did 
just that. 


Walking through Hyde Park, Stanley Edmond breathed the 
Slightly-polluted air of London's greenery. He enjoyed 


London. More 

than Paris, Berlin, Madrid, New York, Los Angeles. He 
detested North 

America, in fact. Not because it was the antithesis of 
Russian ideals. 

Living an existence supposedly sympathetic to the 
American notion of 

democratic government had altered his Soviet-orientated 
suspicion of 

anything smelling of capitalist intrigue. The Americans were 
incapable 

of intrigue, in his opinion. They were much too brash, self- 
centred, 

given to boasting to be worthy espionage material. The 
British, on the 

other hand, needed watching. Their secret service had been 
active for 

more generations than rebellion had ruled Russia. But 
Capital was 

lacking for the British units and this made them ineffective 
to an extent. 

Also, there was that tendency to promote old-boys from 
Harrow and 

Eton into the limelight. Not into front-line jobs but as 
backstabbing 

Civil Servants seated in plush Whitehall offices. That's 
where Britain's 

counter-espionage faults lay - in the quarter where they 
should have 

been strongest. 


No. he liked London best simply because it happened to 
brush aside 
petty jealousies, shelve major issues under a cloak of 
frivolity. Anyone 
who thought the average Englishman was a frigid reserved 


being hada 

shock when they saw what made London tick. It certainly 
wasn't the 

tourist, nor those highpaid American stars entertaining in 
theatres and 

clubs. It was the Average Londoner - be he Cockney or 
Mayfair 

socialite. 


The lights were red! 


Inside where he lived, Stanley Edmond knew the traffic 
flow had 
come to a dead stop. He was completely unsure where it 
was going 
wrong - but he was positive that something had happened 
to take the 
ball from his court and place itin.. 


He frowned at a passing rider exercising her horse along 
the Row. 
Nobody had unearthed a single reason for those set-backs 
he had 
suffered within the last three months. His superiors had 
shrugged off a 
few failures under the heading: "You can't win 'em all!’ 


Age showed when he smiled at his assumption that 
Moscow would 
ever use such a decadent Western phrase. He was 
conscious of the 
passing years. It was getting more difficult to fool the young 
rebels. In 
a year he had gained ten of his missing decades. Even a 
‘paby-face' had 
to mature in time. He hoped Moscow would not get a recent 
photograph of him. The result would be catastrophic. 


He paused, swung angrily and entered the Bayswater 
Road. History 
was full of individuals such as he - men who had come to 
regard the 
society into which they had been placed with more affection 
than native 
land. He told himself that Russia alone counted. And 
contradicted 
himself with a fleeting thought of how nice it would be to 
have a flat in 
which to spend his fading middle age in this lovely, quaint 
London of 
his. 

Of his? He shuddered although it was a sunny afternoon. 
Here was 
his dilemma - to be or not to be. A suitable question and not 
one 
Moscow's educational committees could claim. That 
belonged to 
England - and Stratford. 


‘I'm a seedy little man in a cold world,’ he thought. 'A spy 
who can't 
come in.' 


Was he a spy? 


He wasn't in any position to make a decision. He believed 
himself to 
be an instrument of salvation. Youth needed him. Negroes 
needed his 
valuable help. But he was acting for a foreign power and 
inciting these 
people to destroy their established traditions. For what? For 
an 
ideology that didn't give a damn whether or not youth got 


its chance, its 
head, its rightful place in a war-torn, corrupted globe. 


Crossing the road he entered a pub. A pint, a sandwich and 
a 'slash' 
would put his thinking processes straight. Time was when 
he 
considered vodka the only civilised drink. When a sandwich 
had all the 
earmarks of depraved mentalities. And a slash was handled 
against a 
brick wall - not in an enclosed urinal with armpit high guards 
to stop the 
nearest pervert from catching a glimpse of his next 
delight... 


Joseph Nimmo entered his flat and flung his braided jacket 
on the 
floor. Everything in the two-roomed retreat bore the same 
stamp of 
untidiness. Dishes from last night's meal unwashed; pots 
and pans 
littering the carpet; a pair of gaudy knickers draped 
triumphantly over a 
bed-rail; a ripped brassiere hanging from a pseudo- 
chandelier testimony 
of a struggle that had ended in passionate victory. Kicking 
aside a 
volume of Hood's poems, he stepped across a stack of L.P.'s 
and sat on 
the creaking bed. 


‘Christ - it's bloody getting worse!’ 


He waved drunkenly to his reflection in the cigarette- 
fugged mirror 


beside the wash-basin, lay full-length on the groaning bed. 
The music 

this piece of furniture had played! he thought. Creak... 
creak... 

bounce... creak! Action for duet. Chords struck at random 
creating a 

marvellously harmonious recital. If he had a quid for every 
dolly he'd 

directed into those Elysian heights on this bloody bed he'd 
be a rich man 


Riches? He didn't want wealth. His old man had money but 
that 
hadn't altered his way of thinking, his life's dedication. He 
hated 
wealth-laden bastards. Money should be abolished. It 
belonged where 
it did most good - and that wasn't in a government's 
patronising hands 
nor in a bank account. It belonged to the People. To 
struggling artists, 
poets, musicians, revolutionaries. They alone counted for 
something. 
Fuck the politicians and those pig bastards. 


He was drunk - and he knew it. When he couldn't get the 
urge and 
find a dolly-bird he had to be pissed. God, they were so 
available. 
Within three houses he could have his choice of a dozen 
willing screws. 
University types with more between their hairy legs than 
was brooding 
in their demented minds. 


Staggering to his feet, he hurried from his flat. In the toilet 
he sicked 
up his drunkenness and wiped froth-stained lips. He wished 


somebody 

would find a way to vomit without getting sick on beard and 
moustache. 

Back in his flat he wiped water across the stained hair, dried 
his face on 

a filthy towel. He felt immensely better. Now - where were 
those 

damned screws? 


Jean Beckett had a steady boyfriend but that didn't stop 
her from 
enjoying the occasional side bit. Johnny knew, anyway. He 
played in 
bed with other girls. She'd actually caught him in the act 
once and been 
pleasantly surprised when he invited her to share the sport. 
It had been 
a revelation - a fab hour threesome. 


At nineteen she had experienced every perversion, every 
sensation a 
woman three times her age should have sampled. Her own 
mother had 
never been treated to such orgiastic splendours as Jean had 
managed in 
two years at Essex University. It wasn't that the campus as a 
whole 
indulged in depravity. There were elements here that 
summed up 
youth's explosiveness. Sex, pot and sharing seemed right 
somehow 
when taken in its broader view. 


She was naked beneath her lonely sheets when Joe 
knocked. She 
knew it was Joe. No girl in this street could fail to recognise 


that 
impatient, l'm here knock. 


Joe grinned at her nudity, asked, 'Expecting the boyfriend?’ 


Jean turned away, giving him an unadulterated view of her 
swinging, 
prominent derriere.. Few men could have ogled that 
provocative delight 
without seeking more intimate contact with its satin curves. 
'Lock the 
door, Joe!' her sleepy voice said as she climbed back into 
bed. 


'Crissakes, you're a cold bitch, he complained, 
undressing. 


Enigmatic as Mona Lisa, her smile shattered him. There 
was a 
laughing secret hidden behind those clear, blue eyes. 
Ruffling Titian 
hair she propped against a pillow and let him see her large, 
cantaloupe 
breasts in unfettered glory. 


‘Okay, what's so bloody funny, Jean?' 


'You, Joe. God, don't you ever wash?' She sounded 
annoyed. 'Look 
at you - thin, bones sticking out everywhere and your dirty 
mind 
projecting its lusts at me. But you've got a surprise coming 
.. | can't. 
It's that time of the month!' She folded her arms across her 
breasts, 
laughed silently at his frustration. 


He snorted, threw back the covers, got in beside her. 'So 
what? 
There are ways...’ 


‘Not with me - not for you, Joe!’ 
‘Ah, Jean,' he pleaded, trying to snare a breast. 
‘Take your dirty hands off me,' she warned. 'I don't mind 


company. 
| hate sleeping alone. But no funny business. | know what 
you're like 

so don't try turning me around and getting hot. It won't buy 
youa 


bloody piece tonight, Joe Nimmo. ' 


'He mulled over his predicament. If only she would relax. 
Talk... 
maybe that would mollify her determination not to have him 
caress her 
gorgeous body. 'They're going ahead with plans to invite 
Amos Platt to 


the Union next week,+ he mentioned offhandedly. 


She tensed. Like Joe, she was a dedicated Young Socialist. 
Amos 
Platt was a name to make any loyal Red Flag-waving 
adherent go crazy. 
His view on the colour problem, racial distrust, a 'white 
Britain fit for 
old war heroes' rankled. It made little difference that the 
man was 
intelligent, dedicated, honest. She preferred gimmicks and 
untruths and 
vote-catching mockeries to forthright statements reflecting 
the nation's 
mood. To hell with what the common bastards wanted. They 
the 
students, liberals, internationalists - knew best. Nobody 
should rock 
their boat. And nobody would providing they could always 
break up a 


meeting so that things which were needed saying could not 
be said. 


She didn't even 'feel' Joe's hands insidiously working under 
her lush, 
firm buttocks as she chewed over what he'd said. She was 
semi-aware 
of urges that had nothing to do with politics building within 
her seat of 
emotion. 


‘| Know where we can get a canister of C.S. gas,' Joe 
mentioned, 
Slipping a finger where it should not be. 


Her body reacted to his probing automatically - not 
unfavourably. 
And she was completely innocent of helping his hand reach 
its desired 
target. 'That's lethal stuff, Joe," she warned. 


‘Oh, bloody hell!’ He made his subtle move seem like part 
of his 
explosive derision. Now he had her going! He could taste 
her 
sympathetic surrender as flesh flowed over his hand and 
offered itself 
for more strenuous efforts. Gently, he altered her position, 
guiding her 
onto one side so that her back was to him. 'You've been 
listening to our 
own propaganda, Jean. We don't blast off against tear gas 
and C.S. isn't 
that much worse!’ He fingered diligently. 


An involuntary moan escaped her lips; her hips heaved; 
and she 
presented more of herself for his pleasure. It was a build-up 
to 


depravity. Suddenly, she was conscious of where he was 
gaming entry 
and tried to pull away. 


‘No, Jean... don't. | won't go all the way but you enjoy this 


She shuddered. What a rotten bastard! She didn't mind the 
perversity. It was nothing new for a man to attempt this - 
and, 
occasionally, get it. But he was a slimy bastard all the same. 
She 
tightened her muscles, gritted, 'Bloody right you won't! 
That's verboten 
territory tonight - or any night as far as you’re concerned, 
Joe Nimmo!’ 


‘I'm warned off. Okay! About Amos Platt...’ 


She wriggled uncomfortably. His finger hurt. But there was 
something highly suggestive in it’s wriggling that pleased 
her. She 
suffered the discomfort, remarked, 'We could force his car to 
detour.’ 


‘Not on! Others have tried that and the bastard sneaks ina 
back 
door.' He grinned. How like Platt he was now! 


‘I'm not in favour of gas, Joe. What do the committee say?’ 


‘Split down the middle.’ Another double-entendre. It gave 
him great 
pleasure insinuating when she wasn't fully conscious of his 
meanings. 


‘And does Julius agree?’ 


He chuckled. Julius Gold could thank him for being safe 
from 
Network Seventy ... what a bloody stupid name, he mused. 
Those 


stupid kids play-acting at being spies. And his old man 
actually going 

to bat for him and believing that his son would not squeal 
on their 

organisation. He had news for Mr Nimmo, senior. When he 
personally 

met Gold he would spill the beans - but good! 


‘Julius doesn't know yet. He will, though. He's due at our 
next 
meeting.’ 


Jean groaned, flung herself onto her stomach. 'You horrible 
pervert! 
Her thighs widened, her bottom lifting ecstatically. ‘All right - 
go 
ahead. Get it over with .. .' 

For one hesitant minute Joe rose above her, staring at 
those white, 
lecherous buttocks. Then, with a sigh, he came down on 
her, grinding 
his thin body against her plumpness - feeling her total 
surrender; hearing 
her softly muted moans into the pillow... 


CHAPTER NINE 


BRITISH plans to supply arms to South Africa gave him a 
cast-iron 
motive for visiting Zambia. The 'toothless bulldog' had done 
it again. 
Facts could be twisted. Planes were always a controversial 
subject. 
Nobody could swear that a specific aircraft was only fit for 
coastal 
defence. What flew could fly across sea or land with equal 
freedom and 
anything suitable for dive bombing a submarine was 
capable of 
dive-bombing a group of nationalists. Also, frigates were 
just as likely 
to train their guns on an inshore target as they wore to 
bombard another 
vessel. 


In his heart of hearts, Stanley Edmond did not want to see 
all Africa 
black. In Russia there was lip-service to equality, racial 
integration. 
But that was just lip-service - the true facts bore no 
resemblance to 
actuality. Many ethnic groups had been forcibly ejected from 
their 
homelands; others systematically decimated until they no 
longer posed a 
threat to centralised government. Fortunately, Mother 


Russia had not 

been confronted with a serious colour problem. There were 
no 

Africans, no ebony blacks within her domestic sphere of 
influence to 

make the situation critical. China, too, faced no such 
internal strife. 

There were divisions within the Chinese-Tibetian-Mongolian 
hierarchy 

but a question of dark skin never arose. Like so many 
nations free from 

the insoluble question of integration, Russia and China felt it 
necessary 

to promote racial disharmony as an aid to world domination. 


And Stanley Edmond - Igor Gruginshof - had a sickness 
that 
amounted to rebellion in himself. He was absolutely certain 
now that 
the years had finally caught up with his mental ability to 
ride roughshod 
over established facts. The ideological training, his frequent 
returns for 
further indoctrination and examination had failed to provide 
tap-roots. 
He hadn't been home since undertaking his assignment but 
there were 
other sectors of the world where full-scale Soviet infiltration 
made that 
nation a subsidiary of the Motherland. In all but name the 
Eastern Bloc 
were Russia without being within the elite states of the 
union. 


Listening to frenzied natives promising to overthrow lan 
Smith, 
threatening to have Britain ruled out of the United Nations, 


denying the 

U.K.'s right to control their Commonwealth gave him the 
Shits, to put it 

mildly. He wanted to tell them how much they, owed to 
Britain, the 

British taxpayer; how they could not survive without annual 
loans from 

that country they delighted in tormenting. Perhaps the 
bulldog had lost 

some of its dentures but it wasn't dead yet. The ‘old lion’ 
upon which 

the sun never set had a bite - a damned good appetite 
when starvation 

seemed nigh. When left alone he had a lethargic nature; 
when aroused 

he could always prove why he ruled as monarch of every 
jungle. 


Naturally, he was treated with deference due to his 
position with the 
foundation. As a dispenser of monetary hand-outs and an 
able lecturer 
in economics, international affairs and the ever- 
inflammatory subtle 
race theory he was a welcome guest in any black African 
community. 
His hotel had been paid in advance by the authorities - 
more sumptuous 
than he personally would have chosen. His meals were 
gratis, free, on 
the house but he ate simple foods, declining the sp/ash that 
was urged 
upon him. It was a considered opinion that beggars should 
not be 
munificent hosts. Pleading poverty, striving to negotiate 
foreign loans 


did not walk hand in hand with laying a splendid table for 
the banker. 


Alone in his suite, he contemplated his future. He verged 
on that 
rebellion he had encouraged others to take. But, for him, a 
revolution 
would be the reverse of all he had preached during his 
sojourn in the 
West. He was ill-suited for the role of instigator nowadays. 
His 
ideological fervour had diminished until it no longer 
sustained his 
effectiveness. 


Then, too, the memory of what that Essex University 
student had 
told him lingered. ‘Network Seventy' - a dangerous enemy. 
He did not 
underestimate the power of youth. He had been using it for 
communist 
advantage long enough to know how fickle, how 
treacherous it could be. 
Youth had its ideals, and rightly so. But it had an inherent 
distrust of 
adult guidance that, come the moment of truth, seemed to 
blow-back in 
the faces of those eager to exploit young energies, young 
enthusiasms. 


What he did not like particularly was the fact that Network 
Seventy 
had on call its parent organization, Network Forty. He was 
versed in the 
courage, ability, unswerving loyalty of those WWII agents 
who had 
been responsible for Germanic collapse. All the soldiers, 
Sailors, airmen 


could not have accomplished invasion and defeat had it not 
been for the 
diehard men and women of Allied special services. Much 
credit was 
due them for Russia's own safety. And the thought of being 
confronted 
by such an outfit scared the hell out of him. He did not 
relish the 
thought of languishing in gaol, regardless of KGB's record in 
gaining 
freedom for her key men. 

No, the time was fast approaching when he had to make a 
choice. 
Either he could continue his activities to that bitter, cell- 
door end or 
decide to cut-loose and fly high, free, unshackled by 
ideologies, 
sentiments, duty. 


He was close to telephoning the British High Commissioner 
when a 
knock shook him from catastrophe. His gaze swept the 
room. 
Automatically. There was nothing visible to connect him 
with 
subversion. He smiled, opened the door. 

The woman was in her middle thirties; ebony, slender, 
attractively 
dressed in a flowing gown of Viennese design so that her 
shining flesh 
was revealed right to the upper swells of firm, high breasts. 
She wore a 
hair-piece crowning swept-back styling and a string of 
expensive natural 
pearls round her velvet throat. Dark, flashing, intense eyes 
fixed him 


with slightly mocking innuendo. Diamonds sparkled on her 
hand as she 
gestured at the partially closed door. 


‘I'm Ullime N'gola,' she said huskily. 'May | come in?' He 
stepped 
aside, smelling exotic perfume as she swept regally by him. 
He liked 
the provocative sway of hips and buttocks beneath the 
Austrian creation- 
the manner in which she turned - defiant, feminine, willing 
to be 
compromised and those so-expressive eyes that dared him 
to comment 
upon her beauty. 


‘You're wondering what | am doing here, no doubt?’ 
He inclined his head, affecting a care-not stance. 


‘My husband will be entertaining you later,’ she continued 
unabated. 
‘He's a slow man - quite unable to come to a point.' She 
laughed 
uproariously. Swinging her capable hips into action she 
crossed the 
hotel room, stood outlined against a setting sun that had no 
equal for 
sheer brilliance. Watching the play of artful colours across 
her city, she 
spoke directly to his reflection in the picture-window 
overlooking 
natural splendour. 'We need your help, Mr Edmond. Our 
economy is 
facing ruin unless we arrive at some solution to the 
Rhodesian crisis.’ 


‘What makes you think | have any solutions?’ 


She slowly swung to face him. Her hands did mysteriously 
sensual 
things down her hips, flanks. '| have heard rumours, Mr 
Edmond. We 
have sources in London .. .' 


He stiffened. Had it got to that stage? 


',.. and they confirm that you are in favour of united 
action by the 
African nations. For that we require funds. Patriots do not 
exist ona 
handful of rice today, sir. They need clothing, arms, 
ammunition, 
communications equipment and a logistics support. 


‘That, Mrs Ngola is outside my province. I'm from a 
foundation - 
not an organisation supplying funds for insurrection. My 
work is the 
alleviation of suffering, providing medical and education 
facilities so 
that native populations can work towards self-sufficiency. ' 


Sheba used her volatile charms then. 


For an instant, Igor, the Russian, almost reverted into his 
native 
language. Then Mr Edmond assumed mastery ... He closed 
his eyes to 
the voluptuousness of her enticements, those proffered 
charms, the 
insatiableness glinting in her dark, hot gaze. He ignored her 
mobile 
gyrations, the hands that could not be quietened as they 
roamed her lush 
curves in preparation for a 'native' festival. 


‘Please, don't! ' 


Ullime N'gola did not lessen her ultra-sensuous assault on 
his mind. 
Her hands swiftly encompassed her jutting breasts, went to 
her hips, her 
thighs, curled suggestively into her abdomen and buttocks, 
snaked back 
to her breasts and throat. Her eyes festered, begged, 
cajoled. Her flesh 
beckoned, created a canker in his soul. 


‘Mrs N'goia - stop! 
She hesitated, hands on breasts. 


‘| have no intention of authorising funds for subversive 
activities 
against another sovereign state. It would mean my neck on 
a chopping 
block if | did." He laughed. 'And there isn't anything you can 
offer to 
make that prospect a lesser evil!’ 


'No?' she moved across the room,, stood inches from him. 
'I have 
been told... .' 


‘Not by me, Mrs N'goia.' 
'Why must you stress the missus?’ 


‘A simple reason. You are married. | am single. Your 
husband is an 
important man in the hierarchy here and | have no intention 
of getting 
myself involved with an ambitious man's wife.’ 


‘You prefer a single girl then?1 


‘Naturally!' He moved aside so that her perfume, her 
beauty could 


not detract his determination to steer clear of her 
enticements. 


‘That's decided!' She dropped her seductive manner, 
walked to the 
door. 'If you have a caller don't treat her as you have me. 
You see, Mr 
Edmond, | happen to love my country. | believe that - with 
money - we 
can overcome!' She left no doubt in her expression she 
expected him to 
bow three times to the protester's song. 


‘Forget it, N'gola. I'm not prepared to have a prostitute 
soften my 
resolve. Especially ... l He stopped, trying to look beyond 
her to 
where the fast-sinking sun etched palm trees and tall 
buildings in its 
hurry to escape this land. 

'Especially if she's black?' 

‘| didn't say that!’ 

‘You meant it, Mr Edmond. Aren't you showing prejudice?’ 

‘Hardly, since | didn't make a comment.’ 

‘Ah, but. - .' 


‘But nothing, Mrs N'gola. What is left unsaid is not for 
speculation. 
What if | tried to suggest | meant especially if she's a 
common trollop?' 


‘She isn't - and that | guarantee. My daughter cannot be 
classified as 
common, sir!' 


He felt for his chair, slumped into it. ‘Daughter? Your 
daughter?’ 


'Yes!' She didn't show the slightest inclination to make 
excuses for 
her daughter proposing to visit a white man in his hotel 
room with 
fornication the ultimate outcome of that visit. 


'You must be mad! 


‘No, Mr Edmond - just devoted to my husband's ambitions 
and his 
aspirations for Zambia's future. We are black but that is not 
a crime. 
We are an incomplete nation and that is a crime. You see, 
Africa is 
beset with tribal problems Europe has never faced. You have 
nationalities fighting against one another for supremacy. 
Here, within a 
national boundary, we have tribes stressing their right to 
rule their own 
domains. This has got to cease. And my husband is the man 
who can 
accomplish that feat. He is trusted, respected, known to 
favour 
autonomy within a federal jurisdiction. That's why | want 
your money 
and why I'm willing to sacrifice myself or my daughter to 
make that 
dream come true. ' 


The man was devoid of any intelligent reply. He 
understood her 
innermost convictions. That she was willing to offer her 
daughter's 
flesh upon the altar of her husband's ambitions for national 
reasons was 
an unanswerable argument. He had heard of such women, 
men. He had 


not believed they existed. Those with whom he dealt 
seldom bothered 

to go beyond stereotyped idealisms and those fleshy 
attendants called 

pot, sex, superficial freedoms. Permissiveness did riot 
appeal to him. 

Although he was supposed to support, encourage the 
depravities of 

Western Culture he did not believe it did humanity any good 
to have 

nudity, licentiousness, drug-induced looseness set upon the 
entire globe. 

The backlash must come and he did not relish his Russia 
bathed ina 

blood-bath of violence such as had been turned loose upon 
Los Angeles, 

Berlin, Paris, London, even Zambia. He preferred nations to 
co-exist, 

fight their boundary wars between soldiers paid to throw 
away their 

lives and let the civilians rest in peace - not under a 
tombstone - or have 

differences settled in a congress of neutral ideologies. 
Preferably, he 

wished die world could agree to a single military force under 
an 

international commandature subject to a global presidency. 


‘I'm sorry, Mrs N'gola. | don't want your daughter sharing 
my bed. 
In fact - and it might surprise you -1 don't happen to want 
any woman 
sleeping with me unless | chose her myself!’ 


'If | undressed ... ' 


He raised a hand apologetically. ‘Don't. It wouldn't change 
my 


mind. | would have seen your nakedness and probably laugh 
at your 
foolishness afterwards. ' 


She sighed. 'I admire your sincerity, Mr Edmond. | shall not 
insult 
your intelligence by offering other alternatives. | respect a 
man of 
integrity - like my husband. Don't feel he is brushed by the 
same paint 
as a lot of African leaders. He wishes to promote tribalism to 
a height 
where it no longer sees itself as a society apart from the 
country-wide 
citizenship. If that does not demand full sacrifice then I'm 
unable to 
comprehend what makes a white man think he is entitled to 
dictate to 
US.’ 


‘Mrs N'gola - don't worry. Not all Europeans feel inclined to 
knock 
African efforts. What you say about tribalism is your 
disaster. It is your 
problem - not ours. Get rid of the tribal customs, those 
witch-doctor 
medical treatments and you might just reach a low-level of 
civilised 
government. But until then I'm sorry to state - you are 
backward 
nations; incapable of rallying your people into a single unit 
under a 
single flag.’ 

‘How true!' She walked to the door, smiled beatifically at 
him. 'My 
daughter will accompany you to the luncheon tonight, Mr 
Edmond. If 


she is wanted .. .' She rolled her expressive eyes, gave him 
a sample of 

what to expect by smoothing down her Austrian gown with 
hands that 

moulded her exciting figure and quickly touched that 
portion of her 

anatomy which men desired most. 


‘Your daughter will be home immediately after the 
reception,’ he 
remarked acidly. 


‘| trust you - but not my daughter,' the woman replied... 


Putsch was a word associated with Hitler, Mussolini and 
other 
fascist dictators. It apparently applied to African nations. 
Stanley 
Edmond did not have concrete proof that his hosts were 
guilty of the 
infamous word but he was surprised to learn that several 
liberals he had 
hoped to meet were now persona non grata. Other less 
democratic 
Black states did not make such an attempt to cover 
indiscretions behind 
a fabric of invective but those with whom Edmond spoke to 
all 
sympathised strongly with the missing diplomats whilst 
criticising their 
mistaken ideals. There was no error in his assumption that 
the men he 
wanted to meet had been effectively eliminated before the 
‘conference’ 
began. 


During the dinner - he had expected a small luncheon - he 
found that 
an army of informants came to him with their petty 
requests for aid. 
Then, when the speech-making had ended, the last drinks 
dispensed, he 
was escorted front the huge hall by Tom N'gola, his wife and 
daughter. 
The plot had thickened! 


‘Have you ever had the feeling that events had taken 
control of 
plans?' N'gola asked as they relaxed in the Rolls-Royce 
supplied for 
their return to his hotel. 


‘Many times,’ Edmond admitted. 


‘I'm curious about your reactions to our missing 
representatives.’ 


‘Don't be,' the Russian replied. 'I take such events in my 
Stride. Here 
today - gone tomorrow is an old adage. ' 


‘Those men were traitors to our country,' N'gola persisted. 
‘They 
would have you believe that we were only bent on invasion 
ofa 
neighbouring territory. We do not condone the illegal Smith 
regime but 
we do not actively support any violence. ' 


Edmond smiled. 'Is the word active a lesser evil than 
moral?' 


‘Mr Edmond,' N'gola said sharply, sitting forward with an 
intensity 
of purpose Edmond could feel through his being. 'l suggest 
you discuss 


this with our young people. Your foundation actively 
encourages youth 

to submit their minds and hearts to the ideals of 
international 

brotherhood. You sponsor projects designed to increase 
harmonious 

working together. Whilst | must admit you are anti-action 
there is, 

sometimes, justification for non-passive intervention. l'm 
not,' and he 

smiled toothily, 'advocating direct military forays across the 
border but 

neither shall | decry those who make punitive excursions in 
the name of 

total freedom. ' 


Edmond compelled himself to take the approach step by 
step. He 
did not wish to appear overly eager. 'I suppose it would do 
no harm to 
speak with some of your hotheads.' 


‘None at all! I'm sure we would all welcome an opportunity 
to hear 
your advice. ' 


‘Ah, there's the rub - as Shakespeare said!' Edmond 
laughed lightly, 
setting the man at ease with his slick, friendly delivery. 'I do 
not like 
adults present when I'm discussing adolescent themes. | 
find that 
parents have a habit of making their children over-conscious 
andasa 
result the message is lost.' 


‘l understand,’ Tom N'gola remarked pleasantly. 'You may 
rest 


assured everything shall be done to provide privacy ...' 


For the most part, his plans went according to the manual. 
A spy 
could not have taken his words and used them out of 
context to convict 
him of rabble-rousing. The years spent gathering data, 
offering 
suggestions behind a phalanx of do-good instructions, 
distorting issues 
until those militants in his audience began to believe he was 
speaking 
only for them had given him a masterly touch. Whilst 
pretending to 
abhor violence he actually preached its merits. Whilst being 
critical of 
demonstrations he supported those who walked straight 
from his lecture 
and staged a protest. 


Everything depended on the subject - and his appeal was 
most 
effective for those egotistic morons who thought in terms of 
action. 


Moron was an inappropriate word for the gathering he had 
addressed. They belonged to those Negroid elite attending a 
university. 

It didn't make them less susceptible to his inflammatory 
subtleties; those 

hidden barbs. It simply took violence a higher notch up the 
educational 

ladder. 


Now, from his hotel window, he could see the aftermath of 
his 


‘discussion’. N'gola would be sadly disappointed... 


Especially if the man knew what was happening in that 
room. Then 
again, maybe he wouldn't give a bloody damn! His wife had 
been 
adamant in the interests of national advancement even a 
husband had to 
sacrifice something. 


Yona N'gola had beauty going for her - in an African way. 
She 
possessed a Striking figure, intelligence, a warmth that 
made mating the 
cementation of lasting friendship. She had no inhibitions, 
few taboos, 
could be classified as an exhibitionist par excellence. Her 
childlike 
smile when she strutted naked exposing all of her gorgeous 
black 
sleekness - did not lessen her seductiveness. It served, 
instead, to 
heighten bestial thoughts and make him realise how some 
men 
considered young girls so excitingly fresh, unsoiled, sweetly 
desirable. 
The safe knowledge that Yona was old enough for what they 
had to 
share saved him from denying her his manhood. 


Her hands fondled his shoulders as he watched the street 
scene. 
Burning cars on their sides bore evidence of the violence he 
had 
unleashed. In the distance, a struggle was taking place 
outside, inside 
the High Commissioner's office. Two energetic students 
climbed the 


flag-pole, lowered the Union Jack, tossed it to the chanting 
mob. 

Within seconds it, like the cars, was ablaze. Crashing sounds 
followed 

an orgy of stone-throwing; police whistles shattering the 
beautiful noises 

of insurrection at work. 


‘They won't be stopped now,’ the girl murmured. 
‘Do you want them to stop?’ 


‘It doesn't matter to me.' Her hands dropped, to his chest, 
fingers 
lightly touching his nipples. ‘Please - take me to bed!’ 


He- faced her, conscious of her sharp-nippled breasts, her 
silken 
abdomen. ‘Are you a virgin?’ 


Her head inclined, her eyelids drooping modestly. 'Yes.' 
‘Haven't you ever... ?' 


‘I've played with men,' she replied hurriedly. 'l Know what 
to do.' 


‘It might hurt. ' 


‘Let it." Her head shot back, lips parted now as she gazed 
at him 
anxiously. 'Don't keep me waiting. ' 


A pulse beat alarmingly in his temples. Her woman scent 
rose in 
assailing waves, gorging his desire. Her flesh slipped 
through his avid 
hands; her tongue hot, snaking, demanding as they kissed. 
Cupping her 
delightful buttocks, he lifted her - lips still fastened to hers - 
carried her 
like that to the bed. His weight on her went unnoticed. 


There was just 

flesh on flesh; hands feeling, experimenting, exploring 
depths of passion 

neither could resist. And, suddenly, she moaned, collapsed 
on her back 

a willing object of his manhood, offering pleasures men 
seldom found 

in this age of devirginized permissiveness.... 


And, in the streets, the eruption of brutality shared his 
Savage 
love-making. Fires burned brightly amid cavorting students; 
inside the 
hotel room. For every thunderous roar of mob approval for 
another 
vandalistic act he surged ahead to greater destruction of 
innocence. It 
was as though a parallel existed between those bent on 
demonstration 
and his demonstration of what carnal appetites could 
accomplish. There 
was no let-up on that hotel bed. Like an untamed tiger he 
ravaged the 
girl consciously struggling to gratify her own insatiable 
desire for 
complete fulfilment. 


They were jungle animals engaging in a death embrace - 
sobbing, 
gasping, panting into the final stages of exhaustion... 


CHAPTER TEN 


COLONEL HART paced back and forth across his living- 
room 
carpet, hands clasped behind back, shoulders bowed under 
the weight of 
responsibility. Like shadows occupying darker nooks, his 
audience 
waited patiently for his decision. Even Joseph Nimmo was 
conscious of 
the man's powerful character of his strength to bludgeon 
any opposition 
into dust. 


Eventually, the colonel halted, took his seat and gazed at 
old friends, 
youthful recruits with fatherly compassion. He wanted a 
cigar - to have 
fragrant smoke coil and wreathe round his head as he 
issued his 
proclamation. But the doctor had been very adamant - no 
liquor, no 
cigars. Conceding medical defeat, Hart opened his Everest 
packet, lita 
menthol cigarette. 


‘Twenty years ago | could have ordered this man's death,’ 
he 
announced. 'Some of my people would agree to this edict 
even now. ' 
He smiled gratefully at Bob, Eric, Karl. Memories lasted 


longer than 
changing times! 'But our children would object...’ 


‘| certainly would,’ Joseph Nimmo declared vehemently. 


The youth's father winced. God, he thought, how could I 
have 
conceived such a hopeless son? 


Nanette Aubin smiled wistfully. 'I refuse to be so positive 
but we - 
Network Seventy - deplore violence as an answer to 
violence. There 
has got to be another solution. James Bond may have a 
licence to kill 
but fact is not fiction. We are fact. Parents and children. 
Stanley 
Edmond is fact - not a mythical monster we can slay and 
ask for 
sainthood. ' 


Hart nodded his understanding. He liked Nanette. She was 
a 
sensible girl - and, if his wife had lived, he couldn't have 
asked fora 
dearer daughter of his own. 'There are many alternatives, 
Nanette. We 
do not necessarily have to be hangmen nor executioners. 
Certain 
nations have a death penalty. We could plant information 
and let the 
law there take its appointed course. We could also have 
Edmond 
exposed in a newspaper. Or see him imprisoned for thirty 
years in this 
country. All possibles - but not very appealing. Frankly, | 
would like to 


have Mr Edmond as my guest here. 


Young Nimmo jumped to his feet, cried: 'A trick! You would 
kill 
him!' 

‘Sit down, Joseph!’ his father commanded. 


From a far comer of the huge room, James Simpson 
studied the 
characters in this drama. For him, the colonel had bitten off 
more than 
was chewable trying to regulate these youngsters as he had 
their parents. 
They weren't military, nor did they feel that wartime 
‘belongingness' so 
vital to a mission's success. It was his opinion that this 
anti-demonstration campaign was doomed to failure. That 
any attempt 
to present youth with proof of its sucker-status would be 
received by 
catcalls and vicious laughter. 


‘Just a moment,’ Hart barked, fixing Joe with his 
penetrating gaze. 
‘Right from the beginning I've been warned that you, Joseph 
Nimmo, 
would betray us. That you were antagonistic to our motives. 
| believe 
you have told this Russian-born agent we are on his trail. 
But | have 
faith in parental genes passing down into unborn 
generations. 
Somewhere deep within you there must be a single spark 
we can fan 
into a warm flame. If only you could get it into your head - 
we are not 
against youth's democratic right to protest against our 
system. We are 
prepared to change certain of our standards to meet this 


fresh outlook. 

But we cannot sit idle whilst Russia and China propagate 
dissention in 

our ranks. And that is what this man is doing. For years, our 
young 

people have been brainwashed to accept permissiveness, 
demonstration, 

drug-taking, perversion, abortion, State hand-outs as their 
natural 

inheritance. That is terribly wrong. In our eyes, at least. It is 
not the 

duty of older citizens to provide for the young - it is the 
youth who 

should be concerned with making things easier for those 
who have 

contributed to society and provided schools, opportunity, 
jobs for their 

off-springs. We have our values mixed up. Age should 
command 

respect, assistance. Not age being liable for youth's 
bankruptcy. ' 


‘You brought us into a sad world,’ Joe yelled. ‘It's your 
responsibility 
-not ours!’ 


‘In certain respects, agreed,’ Hart admitted softly. 'Where 
we went 
wrong was in being too soft. We wanted peace at the price 
of our 
children's welfare. We should have insisted on stiff terms. 
We - the 
West - won the war. Not the Russians. Germany could have 
overrun 
Stalin's land if we hadn't supplied arms, material, sent 
convoys to their 
doom, running the gauntlet of Nazi bombers, created 


diversions by 

launching other fronts to extend Hitler's supply-lines. In the 
Pacific, we 

had Japan on her knees when Russia sneaked into the 
backdoor to grab 

more territory. And this after years of phoney manoeuvres 
where nota 

shot was fired in anger. I'm afraid, Joseph, we sold your 
birthright for a 

barrel of pipe-dreams and gave the Soviets every golden 
opportunity to 

destroy all that was decent, good, democratic in Britain.’ 


‘You forget one important aspect of this," young Nimmo 
remarked 
with sarcasm. 'Russian youth is on the march, too. How do 
you explain 
that?’ 


Bob Thomson crossed different knees, flicked a lighter and 
said 
through coiling smoke: 'Simple. Their movement has 
backfired. What 
they tried to do to us has now come home to roost. But let's 
examine 
their methods of curtailing rebellion. Stiff prison sentences - 
years ata 
time. Secret police paying midnight visits. Mothers and 
fathers treated 
like criminals because their kids dared opt out of society. We 
don't treat 
a dog like that, Joe - and I'd advise you to remember it, too.' 


‘Talk is cheap. You're quoting from a capitalistic Press. 
Russia has 
high standards.’ 


Bob grinned. 'Care to live there for a few years, Joe? We 
could 
arrange it - documents in order, faked passport. . .' 


‘Shit on you!' the explosive youth shouted. 


‘Hart leapt to his feet, eyes flashing danger signals. 
‘Enough of that 
language! There are women present.. .' 


‘Christ - listen to the old goat!’ 


Like a flash, Tim Hart covered the distance between Joe 
and his seat. 
His fist landed with a satisfying plop on the other's bearded 
chin and Joe 
sank back, eyes glazing over, his body sprawling full-length 
on the 
Carpet. 


‘Thank you, Tim!’ 


All eyes turned to Eric Nimmo. His thick lips trembled and 
those 
hard grey eyes seemed misty, apologetic. 


‘I'm sorry, Mr Nimmo... .' 
‘Don't be, boy. | should have done that when he was ten!’ 


‘Oh, hell!’ Wanda Collins suddenly laughed. 'Excuse me, 
Colonel. | 
didn't mean to be abusive but that Joe makes me sick. And 
no offence 
to you, Mr Nimmo. ' 


Eric shrugged pathetically. 'I understand, Miss Collins. ' 


‘| don't for a minute think you do but it's nice hearing you 
say so,' the 
girl remarked. 'Anyway, what | wanted to say was if Joe has 
betrayed 
us why are we sitting here getting ourselves worked into a 


lather about 

what he does, or does not, believe to be the truth of our 
situation. He's 

just one against ...' and she rapidly counted the number 
present, 

‘seventeen.’ 


‘Eighteen,’ Hart announced stridently. He got to his feet, 
walked to 
the door. Hand on knob, he smiled at Mai. 'Remember Jan 
Hugens?' 


A ripple raced through the older members but more so 
through Mai 
Bedford, now Mai Collins. She had good cause to recall Jan - 
another 
ten minutes undisturbed by the S.S. and perhaps her 
children would 
have been his. It had been close that night. So bloody near 
she could 
still 'feel' his body pressing hers down into that French 
haystack; still 
taste his kisses; still search for the orgasm that never 
materialised. 


‘Jan married and his son is here,’ Hart said softly, opening 
the door. 
‘Jan... come in with us,' he called, standing back to allow 
the coloured 
youth a clear passage into the room. 


For what seemed an eternity, Mai held her breath. She 
couldn't trust 
her eyesight. Not Jan! Not her handsome lover! 


Eric Nimmo, surprisingly, was the first to stand, hold out 
his hand to 
the newcomer. 'Welcome, Jan Hugens. Your father was my 


closest 
friend.' 


Suddenly, everyone in the room crowded round the boy. It 
seemed 
as if they all were trying to forget the past, trying to 
associate the South 
African with this dark-skinned youth who did not in the least 
resemble 
his father. 


The sons and daughters had never known Jan Hugens, 
senior. To 
them, the coloured descendent of an old comrade was little 
more than 
another recruit - a gratifying taste of brotherliness 
insinuated into what 
had been an all-white society. 


‘Jan has been doing some undercover work for us in 
Harlem,’ Hart 
said. 'His findings are confirmation of my preconceived 
verdict that our 
youth is being subverted by foreign elements determined to 
disrupt our 
civilisation. ' 

From the floor, where he sat nursing his bruised jaw, Joe 
Nimmo 
studied Jan with what amounted to cynical disapproval All 
his 
arguments had been demolished by the appearance of this 
stranger. Yet, 
could he capitalise on some of those older antagonisms. He 
felt sure 
that the members of Hart's wartime team did not honestly 
accept this 
bastard breed into their elite reunion. 


‘You pathetic nigger,’ he growled. 'Can't you see what 
they’ve done 
to you?’ 


Jan walked forward until he stood directly over Joe. A 
silence 
enveloped the group as Hart watched the in-play with 
undisguised 
approval. He was depending heavily on Jan. On the lad's 
ability to 
place young Nimmo in a ridiculous situation. 


‘Nigger?' Jan asked menacingly. 'You say nigger and expect 
me to 
be your prop?’ 


Joe climbed to his feet - unkempt, dazed, stunned by Jan's 
rejection 
of him as the black man's messiah. 


‘Don't talk to me, man,' Jan said firmly. 'Don’t hand me 
platitudes. 
Don't soft-soap me with tales of how your type love us and 
how all 
other Whiteys detest the ground we soil with our black feet. 
You're 
trash, man. Pure garbage. You belong in a zoo where real 
people can 
see your antics and get a belly-laugh. God, you creeps make 
me sick!’ 


‘You sanctimonious bastard!' Joe howled. ‘You're a traitor to 
your 
colour!' 


‘You know,’ Jan replied with an effort to control himself, ‘it’s 
your 
kind who are traitors to yourselves. There isn't any law that 
says a black 
can't abide by white laws. We don't have to wear loin-cloths 


and swing 

from trees, boy. We don't have to listen to every long-haired 
drug-addict to know which side our bread is buttered on, 
man. We've 

been exploited for centuries but that is preferable when the 
exploiter 

offers some justice. What does your bossman propose? 
Slavery again? 

Chinese commies trampling over us? Russians sending us to 
Siberia if 

we don't behave? No, thanks, Hippy! We don't need 
tolerance and 

advice. Not cash with strings. ' 


'Hear, hear!' Tim shouted. 
‘Amen!' Eric Nimmo muttered. 


‘I'm getting out of here,' Joe screamed, pushing viciously at 
Jan. 


When the coloured youth slammed him back against Karl 
Bluther, 
young Nimmo laughed hysterically. 


‘That's it! Be one of them! Torture me. Make me talk. Show 
us 
how your witch-doctors paralysed their victims!’ 


Jan stood aside, permitted Joe to stride brazenly to the 
door. 


‘Just a moment, lad!' Colonel Hart advanced a few paces, 
gestured 
for the others to be silent, spoke with utmost sincerity. 'l'm 
sorry if 
we've treated you roughly. | wouldn't want you to feel 
unkindly toward 
us but | will make this promise - defect and l'Il personally 
hound you 


until | die. That's not an idle boast, son. I'd promise the 
same if you 

were my son. | happen to have high regard for what our 
country stands 

for and no individual, no friendship, no tie of blood will ever 
make me 

forget that. I'd like you to leave but I'd also like to know you 
felt kindly 

disposed to our aims.’ 


‘Aims?' Joe sneered. 'You haven't got an aim, Colonel. 
You're 
old-hat. Stuffed for a museum. You don't reckon us kids - 
never will. 
You see yourself as a guardian angel trying to undo all the 
injustices we 
have suffered. But it's too late, Colonel. You had your 
chance. You 
could have bargained with Joe Stalin, with Adolf Hitler. You 
could 
have stopped that bloody bomb from being dropped on 
innocent 
Japanese citizens. You're guilty, Colonel. My old man is 
guilty. You're 
all guilty. You've given us a fucking awful world and you still 
insist on 
trying to dictate to us when we're only sorting out the mess 
you made. ' 


Before Brett Hart could reply his son stepped forward. 
‘We're about 
the same age, Joe. | can't be accused of sharing 
responsibility for the 
Bomb. But I wish to hell | had one now. I'd drop the bastard 
on you - 
and all those idiots who think like you. You're so bloody 
stubborn and 


all-right. You can't see that aggression and invasion must be 
met with 

strength. Where would our free world be if it hadn't been for 
American 

initiative in Korea, Vietnam, Israel?’ 


‘American brutality and slaughter. You're forgetting Mai 
Lai, aren't 
you? Nimmo taunted. 


‘I'm forgetting nothing. The murders there were drug 
induced. Your 
type of society, Joe. Not mine!’ 


'Like hell. . .' 


Jan Hugens stepped forward until he was practically 
breathing into 
Joe's mouth. 'l've tripped, man. I've blown my cool and | 


Can't say | 

enjoyed it. If those G.I.'s at Mai Lai murdered because 
they'd been 

taking pot then I've got one thing to say - the sooner we 
have global 


control of drugs with stiffer than stiff penalties for its use 
the better I'll 
feel!’ 


‘You bloody would!' Joe snapped, opening the door. As a 
parting 
gesture he thumbed his nose at Colonel Hart. 'Get stuffed - 
the lot of 
you,' he snarled and slammed the door behind him. 


‘No comment!’ Jan grinned, glancing at Wanda. He had 
noticed her 
early on and liked the way she gave him her full attention. 


Mai noticed this, too. She didn't shudder; she didn't make 
the 


slightest attempt to deny her daughter the privilege of 
attracting the man 

she wanted to bed-down. It was Jan's son. He was black - 
and it still 

wasn't a major issue. She wondered momentarily - how she 
would have 

felt had the boy been a Negro without having a father she 
knew? Would 

colour then have counted as a deterrent? 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


BOB THOMSON had many recollections of disobedience. 
There 
had been times when he figured Colonel Brett Hart would 
toss him out 
of ‘Department Seven' with that most inglorious stigma: 
‘dishonourable 
discharge’. 

Tonight, he was again actively disobeying orders. For the 
record, he 
believed in what he was doing. Believed it strongly enough 
to make the 
younger generation look like fools. There was an old saying 
- 'too many 
cooks spoil the broth’ - and he considered that Network 
Seventy had too 
many inexperienced chefs to make this particular stew 
palatable. What 
it needed was an expert cook; one of the old school style of 
chefs. An 
experienced, artistic, master prepared to dedicate his 
career to a single 
dish. 


And what a dish! 


Bob knew his magnetic personality. Knew that he attracted 
beautiful 
women to his lair like a spider does flies into a web. He had 
a gift of the 
‘gab’, a savoire faire few modems could compete with, a 


way of 

handling starry-eyed dolly-birds that would make an 
uncouth hippy cry 

into his unwashed beard. He didn't grab a girl, throw her 
back and 

expect penetration as a natural follow-through thrust. He 
courted her, 

dazzled her with smile and charm, and - once the 
preparatory meals had 

been consumed - retired to a sanctuary where their 
mutually electrified 

desires could find sparking mate. 


Wanda Collins was his first choice for a bed-mate. But 
Wanda was 
on his side. That ruled her out - until after their mission had 
been 
successfully terminated. He never mixed business with 
sheer pleasure 
although pleasure was a fleeting extension of business 
more than often. 


Dot Clarke happened to be next in line and rated his bed 
that night. 
As an example of modem dolly-bird escapism she topped 
the totem 
pole. As a miss with a secret she more than figured in his 
schemes ... 


Dot was dark-haired, olive-skinned, small, fragile, shapely 
and 
vivacious. She exuded character, humour, a flair for affairs. 
She could 
charm a man with words, gestures, a batted eye. She did 
excite in her 
low-cut dress, her tight-fitted belt, her walking from the hip. 


‘You know,' Bob remarked as they finished the prawn 
cocktail, ‘I've 
seen a lot of women eat in this club of mine but none with 
your style. | 
mean it, Dot - you're terrific. ' 


She placed her napkin on her lap. 'I've got an awful 
Suspicion you're 
going to seduce me before dawn. ' 


‘How right you are!' He laughed easily, signalled a waiter 
for refills. 
He appreciated Dot's insistence on having rye and ginger 
with 
everything she ate. He loathed those snobs who declared 
that a specific 
wine went with this, or that. He could not abide the waiter 
who 
suggested a special brand of wine, brandy, aperitif to match 
the order. 
He always reckoned it was up to the individual. Name your 
poison was 
a rule he followed religiously. His own brand was Teacher's 
Highland 
Cream. And if that was poison, then let him die contented! 


‘It's my contention a man wines and dines a girl for what 
he can get 
from her. Let me warn you, Bob Thomson, I'm an extremely 
sensitive 
person. | neither condone permissiveness nor veto its 
pleasures. I'm 
me. Nobody else. | enjoy a man because he excites my 
curiosity and 
my hormones. | sleep in his bed after he has satisfied my 
basest urges 
providing, of course, in the first place he has aroused 


certain inclinations 
in my flesh.’ 


He examined his interest in her. There was, firstly, the fact 
she was 
the only known female acquaintance of Julius Gold. 
Secondly, she was 
attractive - but how! Thirdly, she had a certain humorous 
way of 
covering herself that made the conquest all the more 
appealing. And, 
fourthly, he believed she knew his motives! He suspected 
that Joseph 
Nimmo had called the tune on his club. 


When he had separated the wheat from the chaff he 
asked, 'Do | 
incite your imagination to such a degree that you'd honour 
me with a 


visit to my lonely, masturbatory pad? 


‘Oh, Lord!' She chuckled. 'The day you resort to handling 
yourself 
will be a red-letter one. Of course, I'd love to visit your bed. 
And | 
mean bed, dear Bob!’ 


‘Agreed then?1 


She raised her fresh drink. 'Agreed! Guaranteed ... in the 
flesh!’ 
Her eyes twinkled mischievously ... 


Her perspiring body churned beneath his. There was a 
struggle here 
not of his making but from her refusal to accept his 


readiness aS a 
signal for her orgasm... 


Somehow, at his age, she sustained him through a second 
climax and 
retained his vitality. Sweat poured from him, formed an 
obscenely 
sounding pool between their lathered bodies. The noise 
stimulated him 
to further efforts ... driving deep into her willingness... 
co-operating 
with those frenzied gyrations she felt were necessary to 
accomplish 
what he had reached within the fateful first ten minutes. 
Then, like a 
geyser erupting, she reached the pinnacle of her 
attachment - melting, 
flowing, adhering to him in a fantastic culmination of lustful 
searching. 


"You wonderful bastard!' she moaned. 'The day you resort 
to 
self-gratification name me a virgin!’ 


His life hung- on a thread - temples throbbing wildly, lungs 
screaming for huge gulps of humid air, heart hammering to 
beat any 
band. 'You take your time,’ he panted. 


‘To enjoy each and every second requires perfect co- 
ordination of 
mind, muscle, physical sensation. | appreciate a terrific bit 
...' She 
rolled from under his dead-weight. 'Relax, Bob. I'm not 
going to hurry 
for another sample. That'll last me a month.’ 


‘I've expended my annual supply of energy,' he gasped. 
‘Not as young and virile as you once were, eh?’ 


‘Lord - no!' 
‘Want me to sleep beside you?’ 


‘Damned right! After that bloody effort | deserve the 
warmth of a 
trim ass pressed against my belly.’ 


She stretched like a taut bow. 'l'm exhausted. Care to 
massage my 
spine?’ 


He stared at her frontal beauty, grunted. 'I couldn't raise 
the 
muscle-power.' 


‘Okay. Rest your head on my shoulder then .. .' 


He snuggled against a turgid teat, loving the readiness of 
the 
mammary gland; the sensuality associated with its rigid tip. 
He 
refrained from arousing it further although his tongue 
darted forth and 
curled round its hardened fleshy nub. 


‘Gripes - you do like it!’ 


He stopped teasing. 'I adore beauty - be it you ora 
painting in the 
Tate. One could call me a gourmet but | prefer the word 
"admirer".' 


'Why have you taken all this trouble for me, Bob? I'm 
nothing 
extra-special. There are a hundred young birds equally 
attractive, 
equally proficient in bed. | don't imagine you make a habit 
of 
entertaining women less than twelve years your junior.’ 


He rested on one elbow, gazed down at her puzzled face. 


‘You already know why, Dot.' 

‘Julius?’ 

‘That - and other matters.' He felt better for his confession. 
This 
wasn't the old Bob Thomson. When he'd operated for Hart 
he'd beena 
mean bastard. What happened to a woman after he 
extracted sex and 
information had never come back to haunt his conscience. 
Now - 
maybe he was getting soft as well as old! He refused to 
deliberately 
hurt Dot and that bothered him. Were his plans to be ruined 
because he 
sympathised with this plaything of a Russian agent? 


‘Do you expect me to blow the whistle on Julius?’ 

‘Only if you wish,' he heard himself reply. 

‘| don't, really ... but 

He waited with bated breath. This was the crucial moment. 


‘| think you're trying hard to be honest with us both,' she 
Said 
solemnly, a semi-modesty driving her to cover her genitals 
with a spread 
hand. 'I appreciate honesty, Bob. | make no allowances for 
my nature. 
I'm unashamed of the men | have had - and enjoyed. There 
is nothing 
quite like satisfaction arrived at with a man you find 
attractive. And 
you're attractive to me. No - more. You're bloody dangerous 
for me.' 


He frowned. 'Don't read more into our mating than sex, 
Dot,' he 


warned. 


‘| do - and that's the trouble, Bob. This began as a game. | 
wanted 
something satisfying inside me and you looked the type to 
give a girl all 
those pleasures she dreams about in a lonely bed. | knew 
you had 
chosen me because | am an intimate of Julius Gold. But it 
didn't matter. 
| told myself I'd have you, find solace, retire undefeated 
champion of 
Thomson's boudoir and that would be that. It hasn't worked 
out exactly 
as | planned, though. I'm still attracted to you. I'd like us to 
have a 
relationship that included sex for years - and years. I'm not 
seeking a 
husband so don't worry on that score. | just want a steady 
man. Aman 
| can trust. Or admire for his honesty. You'd never have to 
be faithful, 
just make sure I got the necessary enjoyment when we 
agreed the mood 
was right.’ 


Grunting, Bob stumbled from their soaked bed. He felt 
disgust for 
his former outlook on life. He wanted to tell how horrible he 
felt. For 
the first time, he respected a girl. And her right to seek 
pleasures he 
considered a male prerogative. It was a shock - more so 
when taken 
with what she proposed. The real trouble was - she was 
damned 
attractive! And so vitally alive! Few women had demanded 


as much 
from him as she; fewer still had kept him attuned to their 
raging 
passions, their seething sensations. 
Physically, he wanted to accept her proposition. 
Mentally, he rejected any compromise. 


He poured two stiff drinks, returned to the bed. 'Dot, I'm 
not your 
man,' he said kindly, offering her a glass. 'I've been around 
too long to 
let myself fall in love - and that's about what you're 
suggesting. ' 

‘No, Bob!' She sampled her drink, nodded approval. 'Love 
isa 
four-letter word beginning with "F". I'm not seeking a "F- 
man’. | want 


a genuine "C-man'...' and she laughed at his amused 
dismay. 

‘Companionship, Bob,' she explained airily. 'l'm a university 
graduate. 

| like to call myself intelligent. | don't want a man whose 
topics only 


include the size of my breasts, my alcohol intake, my 
penchant for 

fashionable clothes. | want to discuss the economic 
situation in 

far-flung lands; the geographical hazards of having a border 
with an 

industrial giant as Canada has with the States; the problems 
of human 

rights, equal pay for women, parliamentary boundaries and 
how they 

affect the state of those parties in power or opposition; and, 
if you're 


equal to it. | would like to devote several evenings toa 
searching 
enquiry into the occult.’ 


He grinned and finished his drink. 'Young lady, you're more 
than | 
could stand. I'm not a genius. I'm a club owner with a 
modicum of 
intellect.', 


‘Intelligence is better!’ She smiled disarmingly. 'You are a 
former 
intelligence agent, aren't you?’ 


‘Young Nimmo?' he countered. 


‘Yes. Julius warned me somebody might try to get 
information from 
me under similar circumstances. ' 


‘And.-.'. ?! 

‘It depends on whether or not we agree to have an affair.’ 
‘If | just said yes?’ 

‘I'd know if you were sincere or not.' 

‘And if the reply is no?’ 

‘Tough luck, Bob is my answer.' 


'I see .. .' He studied her. Naked, she was a ravishing 
temptation. 
Dressed, she was about the same - mystery swathed in 
concealing 
material. He liked her forthrightness, her unjealous attitude. 
But would 
she always be an ungreen-eyed goddess ? That bothered 
him plenty. 

‘| won't change for the worse if that's what you're 
thinking,’ she said 
softly. 


‘Can | be sure?’ 
‘No!’ 
‘All right!" His decision was made. ‘Tell me what you know. ' 


She reclined on the bed, hand now content to fondle her 
glass 
instead of covering pubic glory. '| wouldn't be positive but | 
believe that 
Julius Gold is not a Britisher. When we've made love he has 
spoken 
words which, frankly, sound Russian or Slavic to me.’ 


‘That fits with my information,’ Bob mentioned. 


‘You're a fool, Bob Thomson. You and this Colonel Hart of 
yours. 
You're living in the past. Julius - or whatever his real name is 
- doesn't. 
He gets around with kids. He speaks our language. He's 
willing to trip, 
or call a pig a pig. He Knows where we tick and he activates 
the 
hormones we consider essential. But, and this is very 
important, he is 
one hundred percent brotherly. He doesn't talk about racial 
integration 
and ignore the fundamentals. I've seen him in bed with a 
coloured girl 
and a white girl. Both at the same time. I've seen him place 
his arms 
round a black shoulder and facially mean what he's saying. 
No crap. 
No counterfeit reactions. ' 


Bob refined the glasses. He had to hand it to this Gold 
character. 
He was an excellent agent. Russia seemed to spawn master- 
spies. Abel, 


for one. Blake in his way. MacLean and Burgess in another. 
Philby as 
a traitor de luxe. 


‘Dot, is Gold encouraging students to resort to violence?’ 
'Yes!' She accepted her drink, shook her head in thanks. 


‘And why does he confide in you?' This was the major 
mystery. 
Soviet agents did not normally permit themselves to leave 
an opening 
through which Western counter-intelligence could drive a 
wedge. 


'He doesn't. I'm not stupid - even if I like a physical union. ' 
Dot 
Clarke sat upright, her desirable breasts teasing his sight; 
her complete 
nudity a shadowy pleasure to be contemplated, filed away 
for some 
other strenuous day. 'I first met Julius when he visited L.S.E. 
There 
was an American there - | believe his name was Markam. 
He's since 
been ordered into custody pending deportation. Anyway, 
this Markam 
tried to seduce me - without success . . .' and she laughed 
sarcastically. 


'He gave me the impression of being a hot minute and 
nothing more. 
You know the American type - all mouth and rabbit-action!' 


Bob grinned. He loved her description. What most 
Americans did 
not appreciate was that English girls happened to like their 
sex aS much 
as the men. The nagging, stock-buying Yankee wife on her 
pedestal did 


not apply when it came down to brass tacks and 
Englishwomen. 

Reserve dammit - the London girl had more ummph 
between her toes 

than ten American beauties between their thighs. 


'Markam, 1 Dot continued, ‘refused to be discouraged. He 
wined, 
dined, almost bribed me to let him take my knickers down. 
Then, one 
night after he'd been to a meeting of militants, he asked if 
I'd be willing 
to meet Julius Gold. | said yes without knowing anything 
about his 
friend. That night, | slept with Julius. Three weeks later | 
moved into 
an apartment - er, flat - and became Julius's mistress. ' 


‘You're not American,' Bob said suspiciously, 'Yet you use 
apartment.’ 


‘Canadian,’ she replied laughingly. 'Bom in Toronto, 
Ontario. 
Married once and deserted within a year.' 


‘What the hell age are you?’ 

‘Twenty next August 24th. ' 

‘You start young over there, don't you?' 

‘| had permission,' she replied angrily. 
‘Whilst studying at college?’ 

‘Naturally. ' 

‘Any children?’ 

She laughed. 'Not when you take the Pill! 
‘Thank God for man's ingenuity, eh?’ 


‘| won't take it forever, Bob.' She eyed him seriously. "Not 


only do | 

wish to avoid any medical problems but | happen to want a 
family. A 

daughter first, then a son. Two is ample. Two intelligent, 
happy 

children and a husband ... not you, so relax,’ and she 
giggled, ‘but 


somebody my own age. Somebody who won't be an old, 
grouchy man 
when the kids need companionship. ' 


‘There goes a wonderful love-affair,' he quipped. 


‘Not necessarily. We can still have the love but definitely 
nothing 
permanent.’ 


‘And Julius?’ 


‘The same,' she replied evenly. 'He's old - like you. No, 
maybe not 
your age, Bob. But too old for my family plans. ' 


‘I've been told he's a teenager or in his early twenties.’ 


'The hell he is!1 She sounded vehement. 'If anyone should 
know it's 
me. He gets puffed after the first hundred strokes. That's 
the advantage 
of being a slow-to-come girl. | can always separate the men 
from those 
virile boys. The young ones try to get it finished in double- 
quick time. 
The older ones struggle to make it last. But after forty-five 
minutes, age 
certainly tells in the grunts, gasps, pants per thrust. I'd 
venture to state 
that you and Julius were about the same age. ' 


'He's a little younger if my data is correct,' Bob confessed. 
‘Then you're in better sexual shape,’ she laughed. 
‘Probably more practice,’ he allowed generously. 


‘What is so important about Julius?’ she asked, suddenly 
reflective. 


‘| think he's a Russian spy,' Bob told her. 'I believe he's 
trying to 
undermine our youth . ..' 

‘God, everybody is doing that,’ Dot yelped. 


‘Yes, but is everybody encouraging teenagers to make 
bombs, start 
riots, injure the police?’ 


‘Quite a few are,' she answered. 'There are West Indian 
and Nigerian 
agitators actively advocating violent overthrow of any 
British hospitality 
that doesn't fit their ideas of support. There are the Irish - 
building 
workers and IRA sympathisers like a Fifth Column inside the 
British 
economy. The Scots and Welsh have their nationalists 
demanding home 
rule. It's all a sign of our times, Bob. People use force to 
manufacture 
terror and get their way under dire threat.’ 


‘True!’ Bob admitted ruefully. ‘But Julius isn't a special type. 
He's 
negative nationality. Take that name, for instance Gold - 
Yiddish if ever 
a name screamed Israel and wandering Jew. So what do we 
owe them? 
Nothing. Their men gunned down our boys like 
cannonfodder. The 


Stein group boasted how many Britishers they slaughtered. 
That should 

turn a few heads in the wrong direction for a starter. Not to 
mention an 

end to Israeli bond drives in the U.K. But our "friend" Julius 
insists on 

using a Yiddish name... why? I'll tell you, Dot. He figures 
nobody 

can be associated with Russia if he has a goldplated Jewish 
name. 

Anti-Semitism and colour-bars are the same thing today. 
Every man is 

a brother according to the principles of the young liberals. 
But are they? 

Do you consider Ho your Uncle? Do you want a Chink, a 
nigger, a Yid 

for a brother?’ 


She writhed on the bed, avoiding his direct gaze. 
‘Come on, Dot - do you?’ 

‘Hell, no!’ 

‘Then what's your problem?’ 

‘I'm confused,' she complained. 


‘Shit! - as you youngsters would say. You know I'm right. 
Mankind 
isn’t ready to accept colour and nationality as an equal yet. 
There are 
steps to be made - a united Europe first, an Afro-Asian 
agreement to 
stop slurring white inventiveness and superiority and, 
finally, 
harmonious acceptance of a federated global government 
that does, or 
does not include the Soviet-dominated areas. These are the 
steps. 


Nothing less. Nothing short of that will suffice. A world 
government 

that is positively separated from that ineffectual body called 
the United 

Nations. United be damned! Dis-united would be better. 
And, talking 

of that . .. why should the Organisation be ruled by a 
member from a 

dictatorship state like Burma? What a bloody Kremlin joke!’ 


‘That's slander,’ she accused hotly. 


‘Nope, it isn't. I'm entitled to my opinion. I'm voicing the 
thoughts 
of many global intellects. The U.N.O. should be ruled by a 
known 
democrat. .. and that means a person coming from one 
million percent 
democratic nation. Not a walled State like Burma. You can't 
tell mea 
man seeped in Burmese history isn't slanted. Nor that a 
majority of 
Afro-Asians believe their Secretary-General isn't 
sympathetic to their 
non-white, non-colonial cause. ' 


‘I'd like another drink,' she replied simply. She rolled on her 
back, 
presented a voluptuous picture of curved buttocks and 
deeply-V-eed 
thighs. Reversed, of course. 


As he attended to their glasses she gazed at him 
pensively. She liked 
what she could see; enjoyed his keen mind; wished he was 
younger and 
of that determinate age she knew her husband and 


children's father must 
belong. 


‘Bob,' she sat upright now, ‘I'm having difficulty with your 
logic. 
Certain points you've made sound fine but when | have 
time to think 
them out you're all wet.’ 


‘Like which ones?' He handed her a refill, sat watching her 
face. It 
was an education. He could almost see the gears grinding 
into action as 
she masticated his views. 'U Thant, for a start,' she replied 
after a long 
drink. 'You can't believe he would seriously take sides. 
Maybe Burma 
is a rotten nation shutting itself off from contact with the so- 
called Free. 
World but that doesn't make him a louse playing games with 
the U.N.’ 


’All right,’ he relented smilingly. ‘I'm wrong on that score.’ 


‘And others! You speak about humanity not being ready to 
accept 
coloured people into a white fold. The young are - and, by 
God, they 
count for a lot.’ 


‘Next?' He was enjoying her rising ire. She actually 
believed what 
she said and he respected her opinions. 


‘All your assumptions are based on Establishment dictates. 
You 
think because you've been ordered to think. You try to argue 
but 
everything you say is colonial dogma. Why do you find 
students 


willing to stop lectures in order to protest about some evil or 
other? Not 

because they want to be anti-this or that. They know the 
system is 

wrong. Or needs readjusting. They're worried about the 
bloody mess 

your kind have got the world into and unless they - we - 
youth 

generally, do something the same old values will remain 
until a nuclear 


holocaust destroys us all.4 
‘Does a pacifist clobber the opposition?’ 


‘Ah, the old debate!' She finished her drink, held the glass 
out 
demandingly. 'I'm going to get sloshed, Bob. So make it 
strong, eh?' 


‘How about some pot?’ 


She scowled angrily. 'You're a bloody bastard. Can't your 
side 
discuss anything without trying to accuse us of being drug- 
addicts and 
layabouts?' 


‘Sorry.’ He meant it. 


'I should hope so!' She moved, displaying more flesh than 
was 
necessary, smiling at his swift study of her possibilities. 
‘You're a randy 
bastard, too!’ 


‘God, I'd be less than human if that thing didn't excite me!’ 
His gaze 
pointedly showed which 'thing' he meant. 


‘Men!' She brushed aside her contempt, covered her nudity 
with a 


Sheet. 'Perhaps we can get back to more intelligent 
conversation?’ 


‘Go ahead!' He moved to replenish her drink. 


‘Look, Bob - Julius is a gold-plated slob,' and she grinned at 
her 
witticism. He's chasing rainbows trying to incite our crowd. 
We know 
where we're going and he doesn't. That's the major issue. 
He thinks 
we're stupid, ready to latch on to his schemes. ' 


‘Some of you are.' 


‘Like always, man. There are people, and people. You've 
got the 
Amos Platt's and we've got morons willing to start an 
anarchist battle for 
what they consider freedom from authority. There are 
organisations in 
existence to correlate information from every nation in the 
world. Data 
relating to police behaviour; political weaknesses; student 
dissatisfaction 
with the running of universities. But the Julius Golds are 
always there, 
too. Men with messages to Sell for souls. Men prompted by 
an 
East-West conflict that youth abhors. What Gold doesn't 
know is we've 
reached behind his Iron Curtain. Look at the liberal Soviet 
writers - all 
youngsters - convicted of crimes against the State. And how 
about 
some of their students, too? Sorry, Bob - your ideas of this 
youth 
revolution don't fit the facts. We're strong. We're 


determined: We're 

fed up with wars and military dictatorships. We want to be 
free - and 

that inc links doing what comes naturally even if you old 
people don’t 

agree that love-making, loud music and smoking hash is 
right. Let us 

find out for ourselves. We're not about to make fools of 
ourselves. 

We're interested in finding a new outlet for our energies, 
vitalities, 

artistic impressions. That's all.’ 


‘What about these demos then?’ 
‘Somebody has to protest/ she replied indignantly. 


‘Even if they bust a few heads, break windows, storm an 
Embassy?’ 


‘Even that, Bob. You forget, Washington founded a nation 
by being 
rebellious and shooting Redcoats. We only throw stones. ' 


‘Touché!' he grinned. 


‘Touch!' she replied, throwing back the sheet, revealing 
herself in all 
that silken, warm glory. Her eyes sparkled as she quipped: 
‘It hasn't 
lasted a month after all - so do more than feast your eyes, 
eh?' 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


FOR exactly a month, Tim Hart had played his role with 
Machiavellian skill. Not once had he erred in his judgement 
of L.S.E. 
moods. Yet, for all his consummate acting ability, he was 
still far from 
satisfied with the results he had obtained. He found himself 
more 
inclined to student views than ever and growing less 
enthusiastic for 
what his father and those Network Forty oldies called the 
dénouement of 
Julius Gold. 


There existed a hard core of militants at L.S.E. with whom 
he could 
find no sympathy. Mostly, they were overseas students and 
some, in 
fact, who were neither students nor entitled to call 
themselves young. 
But to definitely declare that they were subjected to Gold's 
Soviet-based 
dictates was a horse of another shade. He had no proof. And 
his 
Network Seventy group demanded proof. As rightly they 
should! 


Various aspects of the situation here, he thought, 
reminded him of a 
revolutionary council about to liberate the Bastille. Or shove 


cannonballs up an agitator's ass to chase the British out of 
New Orleans. 


Every facet of British life was closely examined, broken 
down into 
its component parts and criticised with clear-headed logic. 
For him this 
did not make resultant - protest undemocratic, not a tool of 
Soviet-inspired disruptive tactics. He sympathised with 
those students 
coming from poor homes wanting to see a better deal for 
future 
generations. He liked to air his own views when an issue 
reached major 
proportions . . . the need for working men to go against 
employers and 
unions was his pet topic. 


Then... 


It was a Monday evening and the school was due to 
terminate its 
sessions for a bank holiday week-end. Word had circulated 
thata 
meeting was being held and that only those willing to spend 
their 
holiday in a Grosvenor Square protest march would be 
welcome. 


‘It'll be the same old story,' groused Ray McVey as he 
accompanied 
Tim down a corridor. 'The hard core will pack the hall, lock 
the doors 
and then we'll be all bloody accused of being a violent 
bunch of 
grant-taking bastards. I've seen it happen so often I'm sick 
of their 
fuckin’ meetings! 


Tim shrugged. It wasn't for him to encourage liberal- 
minded people 
like McVey to attend. His image was hard-set - an out and 
out rebel. 


‘You'll get in,’ McVey complained bitterly. 'You're their sort.’ 
‘Shit! I'm no more entitled to attend than you. ' 


The Irish student grunted, waved at a friend, called: ‘John 
come 
here.’ 


John Embling was tall, lean, gaunt almost He had an 
insatiable lust 
for girls and his other love was protestation. Study came a 
sad third in 
his creed. Cold, quizzical eyes examined Tim as he waited 
for McVey 
to speak. 
‘You're a member of the inner hierarchy, John,’ the Irisher 
stated not 
unkindly. 'Will our friend here be admitted tonight or won't 
he?’ 
‘Everyone has a chance of getting in,’ Embling growled. 
‘Oh, Lord - don't hand me that fuckin' lark. I'm your 
roommate, 
John. | won't be admitted, and that's for sure. Neither will 
Betty, Frank, 
Wallace, Glenn or Rosemary. ' 
John laughed deep down in his chest. 'That's your view.' 
Changing the subject, McVey asked, 'What's the demo 
about this 
time, anyway?’ 
‘Vietnam. ' 
‘Can't we get something new to shout about?’ 


The tall youth tensed. 'Let's not have an argument before 
the 
meeting. Be there and you'll have every opportunity to say 
your piece.’ 


‘You're kiddin', of course!' McVey snorted in disgust. 'You 
characters wouldn't let the Queen speak if she was against 
your tin 
gods.' 


‘What Queen? I'm anti-royalist! + 


Tim felt the urge to smash a fist down Embling's throat. He 
hated 
these anarchistic bastards who decried everything that 
tradition held 
dear. Monarchy, for Tim, meant holding Scots, Irish, Welsh 
and 
English in a single unit. Without the Throne there would be 
no United 
Kingdom; no Commonwealth; no special relationship with 
America. 


‘Shit on you, too!' McVey snapped. To Tim he grinned. 
‘Let's leave 
happy bastard to his miseries. Come along...’ 


As he walked away, Tim felt Embling's gaze fastened on 
him like a 
burning torch - inquisitive, hostile, arrogant... 


As McVey had said - the doors were closed immediately 
those 
hard-core adherents arrived. Banging, shouting, appeals did 
not make 
the audience lessen their determination to keep rival groups 
out. 
Essentially, the report of the meeting would read that a 
majority of 


students had attended and expressed their concern for 
those who had 

come too late to participate. It was the old formula. The 
communist 

method for safeguarding a minority vote. 


Listening to vitriolic attacks on American policies in 
Vietnam, 
Cambodia, other South-East Asian territories, Tim wondered 
how the 
hell some of the lecturers present ever held their jobs. In a 
Space of 
thirty minutes he heard a parade of blue-shirted, 
bespectacled teachers 
advocate total overthrow of the British educational system, 
exhort others 
to commit crimes against the community and deny those 
outside their 
legal right to voice dissention. No wonder, he thought, that 
so many 
students were being weened on violence when their 
guardians and 
mentors are set against peaceful solutions. 


',.. and Bannerjee has promised that his organisation will 
Supply a 
hundred marchers if we can guarantee outside university 
support,’ the 
speaker finished to tumultuous cheers. 


Tim sat entranced. Bannerjee was a known agitator. His 
weekly 
paper - VOICE OF PEACE - contained more reference to 
brutality, 
pornography, sadism, savagery, Mansonism than any New 
York 
‘underground’ sheet. Bannerjee had money - a useful 
attribute 


anywhere. . He was a noted communist - regardless of his 
father's 

wealthy estates in India. As a holder of a 'foreign' passport it 
still was a 

mystery to Tim - and the majority of the British people - why 
the F.O. 

permitted him to stay in London. If Bannerjee had confessed 
his 

interest in this demo then it was certain to erupt into 
violence. 


Everybody knew what Bannerjee's supporters expected - a 
punch-up and 
a chance to taunt the 'pigs'. 


‘Brothers - and Sisters. . .' Tim concentrated on John 
Embling as the 
gaunt one took the dias. 'This afternoon | was accused of a 
heinous 
crime. | won't mention the name of the man who 
blasphemously told 
me he could not be admitted here tonight but I will say he 
was fuckin’ 


lying!4 He laughed as did his audience. 'However, my point 
is this - 

there are those who will accuse us - you and | - of 
deliberately using this 

hall, this union, to further our own ends. And that is a 
bloody lie! We 

are a democratic society. We loathe what is happening in 
the world - 

mostly thanks to American imperialism. Our friends in North 
Vietnam, 

China, Cuba, Albania know where we stand. We are solidly 
against any 

spread of war. Against the use of force to uphold tired, 
patronising 


regimes. Against corruption and the enslavement of the 
worker. We do 

not want to hear those old arguments against our new 
society. It is our 

right to deny all speakers of the Establishment the chance 
of expounding 

weary stereotyped dogma. We are free. We are the new 
generation. 

Our law is right. And to hell with those who oppress 
peasants and 


free-thinkers...1 


The roar almost deafened Tim as he crouched lower in his 
seat. He 
had just heard the final argument against student power! 
From the 
mouth of a student! 


‘Brother Hart wishes to add something to what | have said,’ 
Embling 
concluded after the accolade ended. There was a twisted 
smile on his 
gaunt face - a smile that warned Tim of suspicion; an 
attempt to throw 


him into a Lions den. 'Come on, Brother Hart. Up here... 1 


Tim walked to the platform with nerves ragged. Could he 
continue 
his masquerade? Would he have the gall to blast those 
institutions he 
held dear? 


‘Make it good!' Embling breathed as he went before the 
microphone. 


Tim smiled reassurance. Grasping the metallic conveyor of 
dastardly information he gazed down at those vapid, open- 
mouthed 


beings ready to swallow each and every word from his lips 
provided it 

did not disagree with formulated opinions. At that moment, 
he admired 

those right-wing politicians addressing student bodies 
knowing, as he 

did, that any deviation from what was their creed could 
erupt into a 

personal vendetta ending in injury. It seemed a shame that 
education, 

democracy, tradition for free speech had deteriorated to 
this extreme. 


‘Maybe I'm out of order already,’ Tim began, ‘but it seems 
to me that 
Brother Embling has presented a case for further discussion. 


‘If I may ...' and he listened to their strained silence with 
heart 
hammering, Knowing in advance he had better change his 
tactics, 'We 
are not engaging on a crusade: not a pilgrimage. Crusaders 
attempt to 
gather support. Pilgrims could not care less if they are 
alone. We have 
other friends coming to rally round our flag but what we 
want is the 
general public expressing their belief in what we are doing. 
We are not 
pilgrims worshipping some mysterious deity. Our god is 
truth - war is 
evil!’ 

He got cheers for this and felt his tenseness evaporate 
Slightly. 


‘lf we have Bannerjee with us we are only encouraging 
those who 


are against us to point a finger and say they tried to make 
their 

demonstration violent. We don't want that! We want results. 
Good 

results for our cause. And we can't expect that if we let 
Bannerjee have 

his share of the parade.’ 


There were a few scattered supporters but the majority sat 
Silent; 
hostile even. 


‘I'm totally committed to any project designed to eliminate 
war, or 
ugly scenes during a protest march. | do not like violence 
from the 
police nor can | abide it in our ranks. | beg of you - don't be 
foolish 
enough to have Bannerjee's mob rule thrust upon you. Be 
strong. 
Gather support and walk - not run. | can guarantee more 
results than the 
Bannerjee’s of this country can. Do as | ask and I'll arrange 
for 
television and newspaper coverage that is sympathetic to 
Our Cause.’ 


For six seconds the vast hall was quiet. Then, suddenly, as 
Embling 
rose to his feet and gestured for Tim to be dismissed, the 
audience 
erupted in a united roar of disapproval. He had failed! 


That was Tim's thought as rough hands held him captive 
on the 
platform. Embling's face expressed the general attitude - 
traitor! 


Holding his hands aloft, the gaunt Essex-born student 
asked, 'Do we 
accept this?’ 
‘NO!’ came the spontaneous roar. 
‘Do we refuse to acknowledge this man's membership?' 
‘YEA!’ 


Hands waving frantically for order, John Embling faced his 
‘mob' 
court and smiled. When the last voice had subsided into 
mumbling 
silence he spoke. 'Tim Hart, son of Colonel Brett Hart. A 
wartime 
master spy, commander of a unit which helped ruin much of 
Europe's 
heritage ...' 

‘That's a bloody lie.’ Tim yelled, feeling himself 
immediately 
restrained by rough, brutal hands. 


‘Ahhhhh!' Embling remarked pointedly. 'The spy's son 
denies his 
father's complicity in acts of wanton sabotage! Alright 
traitor - do you, 
or do you not, command a group calling itself Network 
Seventy?’ 


Tim shivered although it was blastingly hot in the hall. 
‘Well?’ 
‘| do,’ Tim admitted. 


‘And is this group not an off-shoot of your father's old 
department ?' 


'Yes - and no! 
Roars of rejection filled the hall. 


‘Be specific,’ Embling yelled. 


'Yes, because we are sons or daughters of my father's 
group. No 
because we do not believe that their ways are ours. ' 


‘What is the aim of this group of yours?’ 


Tim was well aware that Julius Gold had masterminded the 
situation, 
had brought him and Network Seventy into disrepute with 
L.S.E's 
student militants. All he could do was brazen it out. 


Grabbing the mike, Tim hollered above the low rumble of 
those 
disinclined to have him present his argument. 'Network 
Seventy works 
for you - today's youth. It is for the right of peaceful protest, 
the right of 
expressing our opinions to society's authority. We do not 
believe, 
however, that all protests are valid. We think that Julius 
Gold is a 
Soviet agent trying to.. .' 


The foot-stamping, shouting mob would not hear another 
word. Led 
by the ever-threatening Embling they effectively stopped 
Tim's speech. 

From a comer of his eye, Tim saw two lecturers slip from 
the 
platform, quietly using a rear exit to escape involvement in 
what was 
about to happen. Tim knew instinctively .. . 


And tried to find safety .. . 


‘My son is important to me, Inspector, but he is dust 
compared to 
what this man Gold is.' 


John Trust tried to affect official nonchalance and failed. 
Few men 
could have faced Colonel Hart without blanching. 


‘The lad will be all right, sir,’ Trust said. 


Seated to one side of Trust, Bob Thomson smiled grimly. 
The old 
platitudes! Like hospital bulletins saying a patient was 
satisfactory after 
being mauled by a lion, it rankled in ordinary ears. Bob 
didn't trust - he 
chuckled at his thought - in Trust's declaration of Tim's 
welfare. The 
kid had taken one helluva beating and it was a bloody 
wonder he hadn't 
lost both his balls from one of those vicious kicks in the 
groin. He'd 


seen the bruises, the welts, the terrible evidence of playing 


a lone hand 
against forces most liberals thought were exuberant 
youthfulness. 


‘That's neither here nor there, Inspector, 1 the old man 
said. 'The 
question now is - have you apprehended this man Gold?' 


‘Not yet, sir.' 

‘Do you have jurisdiction?’ 

‘That's being considered at the Yard, sir.' 
'He's a spy. A Russian agent.’ 


'He happens to carry a Canadian passport and, according 
to Ottawa, it 


is perfectly in order, sir.’ 


Hart reclined in his wing-chair. James stood to one side 
controlling 
his desire to intrude. 'You've heard of agents using a dead 
man's 
passport before, haven't you, Inspector?’ 

Trust smiled. If only he had half the intelligence acumen 
this old 
bird had he'd feel qualified for his post. His only claim to 
fame came 
from a year spent in field intelligence - and that as a lowly 
sergeant who 
happened to speak fluent German. 'Colonel Hart, must | 
mention that 
you are retired from active service and that the Department 
of Defence 
no longer considers you an erstwhile member of its 
establishment?’ 


‘You may, Inspector - and you'll get the same reply | 
always give 
Whitehall's snotty-nosed, old-maidish trash... I'm capable 
until | die. 
And that includes Clive Jenkins, too. Whitecollar workers, 
indeed! 
Neither he nor they ever accomplished a decent 
advancement for 
Britain. It was up to us, old boy. The men who risked their 
lives. Not 
those bloody-minded Civil Servants nor the petty Union 
clerks turned 
executives seeking self-adoration. The Britain | worship 
didn't get its 
Empire, its Commonwealth because it catered to unions, 
faceless men or 
a string of infantile regulations. It came from adventurers - 


Drake, 

Hawkins, Raleigh, Cabot, Clive, Rhodes, Livingstone. It 
came about 

through mishap, chance, opportunity. Not economic 
miracles and 

Monetary Fund purchases. I'm sorry, Inspector, I'm 
prejudiced. | 

believe that might tempered with true British justice is still 
right. That 

protest, demonstration and anti-White dogma is all wrong. | 
firmly go' 

to my grave knowing that history will accord me more 
merits than any 

long-haired hippy or permissiveness. Gerald Nabarro has it 
right in his 

private member's bill - he deplores the pornographic society 
and those 

who would encourage these things.’ 


Bob Thomson smiled to himself. The colonel was really 
letting his 
hair down. He wouldn't blame Inspector Trust if he quoted 
section, 
paragraph of regulations showing that Network Forty had no 
valid 
reason to exist. Nor would he have felt it wrong had Hart 
been arrested 
under a breach of the peace proclamation. 


Trust had an unenviable task to perform. He had been 
warned by his 
superiors what to expect - and what he must do. 


‘Colonel Hart, have you been directly responsible for 
setting up an 
illegal organisation known as Network Forty?’ 


‘| have!' came the direct reply. 


‘And of encouraging your children to form another 
organisation 
known as Network Seventy?’ 


'Yes!' 


‘Then | must warn you, sir, that you have contravened the 
law and 
that.) 


Bob shrugged, excused himself with a smile and went into 
the hall. 
He telephoned his lawyer, requested immediate assistance 
and replaced 
the phone knowing that here was the makings of a 
spectacular court 
case. And he was paying the shot. .. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


‘WHERE have all the bastards gone? 


Bob sank into his wing-chair, trying hard to concentrate on 
the 
television screen which competed for his attentions with a 
torrid 
kitchen-sink play that had neither beginning, middle or end. 
He was 
berating BBC for its 'almighty' attitude that what it 
presented was 
worthwhile whilst yelling about that 'other channel's 
trashiness'. For 
him, BBC didn't deserve the annual licence fee. Like in 
America and 
Canada where they had no fees whatsoever he wondered 
how BBC 
could survive if they had to compete on an equal basis with 
FREE 
television! It was his considered opinion that eighty per cent 
of the 
BBC's 'bright young men' would fall by the boards and seek 
new 
pornographic outlets for their perverted mentalities should 
the 
monopoly have to offer itself as a viable alternative to 
independent 
televised programming. 


‘To BBC?' he quipped. 


She glowered at him. ‘You're not with me, Bob. ' 
‘Yes |I am. More than you'll ever know. ' 
‘Prove it!' 


He switched off the television which caused him no pain. 
He 
switched off the standard lamp and left the. room bathed in 
those subtle 
candle-glow fixtures his agent had assured him would 
seduce more 
females than a regiment of front-line troops. 

‘Oh, no!' 

‘Don't you like them?’ 

‘Terrific - for a virgin!’ 

‘And... ?' 

‘You know better than that, Bob Thomson. I'm no virgin!’ 

He rubbed his hands appreciatively. 

‘Rat!' she laughed. 'Please - be sensible. ' 

‘Why?! 

‘You know why.' She walked the length of his lounge, 
paused by the 
French-windows overlooking the park. 'Why don't you make 
me think 
seduction instead of rejecting it?’ 

‘You're in that mood?' 

‘Bob!’ 

He laughed, moved to her side. His hand rested lightly on 


her hip. 
‘I've forgotten what it's like to be young again,' he said. 


‘I'm not young. I'm experienced but | still enjoy being woo- 
ed.' 


‘The old way?' 
‘Is there any other?' she asked belligerently. 


‘The hippies have a way of saying "hi" and drop your 
knickers all in 
one breath. ' 


‘I'm not a hippy, Bob.’ 


‘You're pretty and young. Much younger than | should be 
fooling 
around with.’ 


‘Do you consider age a barrier?’ 
‘In certain ways. ' 


‘You're crazy!' She smiled, removed her light-weight coat. 
‘Am | so 
terribly different from those women you seduce?’ 


‘The equipment is the same,’ he laughed. 


‘That's not what | meant, silly!" Her dress followed the coat 
and lay 
across a Chair. In her half-slip, bra, stockings she looked like 
an ad for 
some sensually scented perfume. 


'No more,' he commanded. 


‘No?' The slip came off next; then her stockings. In bra and 
panties 
with a suspender belt showing through black, transparent 
silk she looked 
like any whore's grandmother. All sex. All woman! 


‘Please ... I'll regret this more than you!’ 


She tossed her brassiere over the chair next, then her 
panties. Lastly, 
she removed the suspender belt and stood naked for his 
admiration. 


‘Oh, God!' 
‘How do |I compare with mother?’ 


Something snapped inside him. ‘That's it, Wanda. Put it all 
on 


again!1 
‘I'm sorry,' she said simply. 
‘So am |. You're a wonderful girl - like Mai.' 


Memories haunted him. 'Somehow | didn't think she'd ever 
marry.’ 


‘Did you ask her?’ 


He crossed the room, helped himself to a very large 
Scotch. What 
had taken place all those crazy years ago was top-secret 
still. Especially 
from a daughter. 


‘If you don't answer me I'm going to demonstrate. ' 


He smiled, swung on her. She was reluctantly dressing, the 
reverse 
procedure more enticing than the original strip. Her lovely 
legs 
shimmering as light played on their firm roundness; 
shadows creating 
hell with his primitive urges and rippling back and forth over 
her 
exquisite skin. 'Thanks,' he said. 


Their eyes clashed briefly. She was fully dressed now, feet 
pushing 
into her shoes. During the fast minutes as she completed 
her chore Bob 
had found himself verging on disaster. This was a girl any 
sane man 
would want for his wife. A girl to remind him of that other 


love way 
back in time... 


When she spoke, the spell was shattered. 


‘I'm going home, Bob. I'm going to ask mother and tell her 
there's a 
man who has captivated me. I'm not pulling any punches. | 
Shall 
inform her that the first attraction was physical, but...' 
and her face 
flooded with poetic adoration, 'then I'll tell her I've fallen in 
love.' 


Wanda... you Silly little. . .' 


‘Not now, Bob. Wait for me! It could be a year - two. | have 
plans. ' 


‘Thanks for being honest.’ 


She laughed bitterly. 'I could have said all this after we 
made love, 
Bob. ' 


'There are times when it is better to wait,' was all he could 
reply. 


They knew that British law did not encourage Biblical 
eye-for-an-eye justice. They also were fully aware of the 
penalties for 
those who placed themselves above that law. Yet, there 
existed 
compulsion. A most powerful emotion! 


Nanette was their instrument - Karl and Brad her 
protectors. They 
didn't pussyfoot around. Nanette approached Julius Gold 
and reminded 
him of that night when his name had been Armand Pettu. 


What they didn't realise was Stanley Edmond's desire to 
cast off his 
Shackles. Perhaps if they had been less fervent, less bent on 
revenge 
they might have noticed the man's smiling face, his 
pathetic willingness 
to accompany Nanette to her flat. A flat rented for this 
express purpose! 


Once inside the dismally furnished dwelling, the man 
relaxed - 
waiting with a patience born of years under a hammer. The 
girl's 
attempts to place him at ease, to promote a feeling of 
seduction, desire 
washed over him. He watched her begin the pantomime - 
an item 
discarded here, a joke there, clowning as she removed yet 
another 
article; and all the while conscious of her friends outside. 


Finally, he could take it no longer. 


‘Don't prostitute yourself, girl,’ he said softly. ‘Bring them 
in!" 

Nanette hesitated, feeling the atmosphere in that dreary 
room grow 
stale, uneventful. This wasn't what it was supposed to be. 
He should 
have panted and hurried to make love to her. He should not 
have 
known about the boys. 


‘You are a babe in arms compared to your mentors, girl. 
What is 
your name, anyway? Wanda? Gloria? Nanette?’ 


In her semi-undressed state she slumped dejectedly on 
the creaking, 


dirty divan. 'Nanette Aubin. But how did... ?' 
‘One of your cohorts warned me.' 
‘Joe Nimmo?! 
‘If you must know - yes!' He lit a cigarette with great ewe. 


‘And 
now you feel it is time to remove me from office, eh?' 


Nanette stamped her foot. This man was infuriating. He 
did not 
have to appear so calm. He should have pleaded, begged, 
cajoled. 
Either he was a fool or else. .. 


She narrowed her eyes, examined his open features. 


‘I'm not a devil nor do | have troops held in reserve, 
Nanette,’ he 
smiled. 'It may sound weird to you but I'm glad we've 
reached this 
stage. You see, what happened to Tim Hart sickened me. I'm 
willing to 
cause any amount of economic distress, to encourage 
young people to 
revolt against their elders. But I'm not in favour of breeding 
a brand of 
fascist lout the likes of whom beat up your leader.’ 


'A fine time to decide that,' she scoffed. 


‘History records many men who have faced the truth of 
their 
situation during moments of peril. It is not being a coward 
to ask that 
you believe me. I've earned a savage reprisal for what I've 
done. That 
won't bother me. Nor would you venture so far as to kill me. 
It isn't 
your method. ' 


‘| wish | could kill you, whatever your name really is.' 


‘Igor,' he laughed; 'You know, it sounds really wonderful 
calling 
myself Igor again!’ 

‘Mon dieu!’ Nanette hurried to the door, invited Karl and 
Brad 
inside. They seemed surprised to find her dressed; to see 
the Russian 
seated comfortably and smoking. 


'He knows!! she said. 'And he's crawling... 1 


Fifteen thousand pounds bought an awful lot of privacy. For 
four 
weeks now the story had made front-page headlines in the 


Sunday 

newspaper with a three page spread inside. Igor had pulled 
no punches. 

He knew the power of hard cash in the West; knew, too, that 
privacy 


and security gave him more protection than a squad of 
Special Branch 
detectives. 


From his Highland retreat, he dictated the weekly episodes 
dealing 
with his work as a Soviet master-spy engaged in the 
demoralisation of 
youth. But, throughout, there was an insistence that youth 
was right to 
rebel against corruption, depravity that swept its trash 
under clean 
carpets, the Bomb. 


He proved - more than once - that he was not so much an 
instrument 
of violence as its slave. 


Brett Hart threw his Sunday paper aside and frowned. He 
remembered those years spent fighting against the very 
thing the papers 
now glorified. Fifteen thousand pounds! He squirmed. The 
man was 
being treated like royalty - tax-free payment, a secluded 
home in the 
Highlands, a Special Branch detective to guard him. It didn't 
make 
sense ... 


‘We've just had notification that no charges are being 
contemplated 
against Colonel Hart providing he gives an assurance that 
he will refrain 
from conducting a private espionage organisation in future.’ 


Bob Thomson read the letter for the third time. It didn't 
take much 
effort to know what the colonel would say. Hadn't he the 
proof that his 
networks had been successful? And this to set against 
Western 
intelligence sections who had been unable to unearth Igor? 


Dialling a priority number, Bob waited for the call to be 
answered. 
A cigarette burned in an ashtray, a Teacher's in its glass 
looked 
refreshingly vital and he sipped that... 


‘Laurence? Bob Thomson here. I've a question .. .' 
‘Forget it,' came the metallic pleasant reply. 'Hart is safe!’ 


Bob grinned, had another sip. 'You're getting too smart for 
comfort 
these days,' he joked. 


‘Not smart. Just fed up with having the Minister rant and 
rave about 
that old reprobate Hart. Frankly, Bob - why don't you put the 
old 
so-and-so out to pasture?’ 


‘You try it, son.’ 


‘No thanks.’ There was a pause during which Bob smoked 
his 
cigarette and listened to birds singing in the park outside 
his window. It 
was early Sunday morning and traffic hadn't yet built up to 
its 
thunderous roar. He wished it could always be the same - 
and knew it 
never would again. London had had it as far as birdsong and 
tranquillity were concerned. No number of motorways and 
ringways 
could alter the dead facade of this crowded city. It was 
transport, and to 
hell with the pedestrian all the way. Even home-owners 
counted for less 
than a litre of petrol fumes these days. 


‘What's your special problem, Bob?' came the voice. 
‘My solicitor has sent me a letter...’ 


‘Forget that, too. The department is not going to press 
charges. And 
Hart doesn't have to promise a bloody thing. The Minister 
appreciates 
what he did but hates his interference. ' 


‘When you're free be sure and visit the club, eh?' 


‘Bribery?’ The chuckle warned him he was on safe ground. 
'If you want to call it that.’ 

‘Bob 

'Yeah?' 

‘Maybe we can have a get-together with Hart?’ 

‘Thinking the old master still knows a trick or two, eh?’ 
‘Frankly - yes! We need men like him. .. and you. ' 


‘When you've Salved his ire let me hear. I'll arrange a 
meeting.’ 


‘Will do. Roger and out!' The phone clicked into silence. 


Mai Bedford sat before her dressing table and considered 
her image 
in the triple-mirror. The years had been extremely kind to 
her. She 
found it hard to associate with Martin Collins when her 
thoughts were 
on Bob, on Hart, and Department Seven. She was still Mai 
Bedford - 
single, attractive, in love with that ruthless, wealthy rascal 
Thomson. 


Over her reflection she could see Wanda seated on the 
unmade bed. 
The girl worried her. She was a mother again; Mrs Collins to 
be 
precise! 


‘Has Bob said anything about his feelings for you, Wanda?’ 
she 
asked softly. 


‘Not a bloody word,’ the girl replied jokingly. 


‘And what makes you believe .. .' 
‘I'm your daughter, mum. ' 


Mai shook herself. This was silly. Wanda should not be 
mooning 
over a Bob Thomson. She was vital, young. He had aged - 
lost some of 
his sparkle, no doubt. 'He's old enough ...' 


‘To be my father! I've heard that before somewhere, ' 
Wanda laughed. 
She jumped to her feet, approached her mother. Harnd on 
shoulder, 
Wanda gazed into the mirrored eyes, said: 'I love him, mum. 
Maybe 
I've inherited some of your feelings?’ 


Mai blinked back tears. 'If he agrees, Wanda -1 won't stand 
in your 
way.' Suddenly, she knew what she had admitted. She still 
loved Bob - 
even after all these years! And Wanda knew, too. 


‘I'm sorry for you, mum,' the girl said and walked to the 
door. 


Damn Hart and his networks! she thought and instantly 
had regrets. 
It was not the colonel's fault. What she and Bob had shared 
during 
those frightening months was a story he would never have 
detailed. 
Although there had not been mention of marriage, family, 
permanent 
love she had always felt that Bob needed just a little 
coaxing. He had 
not married. She had. Was the fault hers? Bobs? Hart's? 
Could she 
blame Wanda for emoting when she, herself, had always 


loved this 
man? 


She had an idea. Slipping into her robe she went 
downstairs. Her 
son Tom sat with nose buried in a newspaper, scrambled 
eggs going 
cold on his plate. 'What,' she asked the boy, 'do you think 
about 
demonstrations as a means to an end?’ 


Tearing his attention from the latest cricket scores, Tom 
laughed. 
‘They're fab, mum. Why?' 


‘Would you like to start a demo of your own?' 
He looked dubious. 'That depends on what it's all about.’ 


Mai smiled wistfully. 'l've got an old friend who seems set 
on 
making your sister his wife. | want...' 


'WHAT?' The newspaper was forgotten suddenly as Tom 
shot to his 
feet. 


‘Sit down, son.1 Mai took a chair opposite him, seeing his 
puzzled 
gaze trying to fathom what she had said. 'It's a long story 
and | think 
you should know the facts. But - basically, | want you to 
picket his club 
with placards saying "TOO OLD FOR YOUNG LOVE". Now ...' 


As she spoke, Mai wondered how Colonel Hart would 
appreciate her 
private joke - or was that sour-grapes? She didn't for a 
moment believe 
that Tom's efforts would deter Wanda or Bob. She just 
wanted him to 


know - a demo could mean more than a protest. It could 
also bea 
heart-felt truth... 


THE END 


